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TO 


DAVID GARRICK, Eſq; 


SIR, 
1 me to claim your patronage 
for the works of Gzorce LIILo, an 
author whoſe dramatic ſcenes are rich in 


Plaia ſenſe and ſtrong paſſion, in truth of 
character and ſound moral. 


The world is indebted to this writer for 


the invention of a new ſpecies of drama- 
tic poetry, which may properly be termed 
the inferior or leſſer tragedy. 


Otway, Southern and Rowe had indeed 
taught the Tragic Muſe a ſofter tone, 
and had lowered the buſkin, to adapt it to 
characters beneath the rank of Kings, and 
Se but ſtill the perſons of their 
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DEDICATION. 
Dramas, though leſs illuſtrious, were of 
the noble and elevated order: Lito 
formed his plots from private hiſtories, 


and his characters ſeldom roſe higher than 
the middle claſs of life. 


In juſtification of his attempt to make 
Tragedy of more general uſe, LIILO “ has 
obſerved, that this ſpecies of Dramatic 
Poetry is ſo far from loſing its dignity 
by being accommodated to the circum- 
« ſtances of the generality of mankind, 
« that it is more truly auguſt in propor- 
tion to the extent of its influence, and 
<* the number that is properly affected by 
“it, as it is mofe truly great to be the 
« inſtrument of good to many who ſtand 
in need of our aſſiſtance, than to a very 
? ſmall part of that number.” | 


I have no doubt of your being con- 
vinced of the utility of this- lower kind 
of Tragedy, as you have eſtabliſhed the 
| Rrength of LI. Lo's argument by your own 
LRN practice, 
Dedication to BARN WELL. 


 BEDALICAT LQOK 
practice, The encouragement you gave 
to More's tragedy of the Gameſter will 
be an acknowledged proof of what I aſ- 
ſert, and I have reaſon to believe that 
ſome ſucceſsful ſcenes in that pathetic play 


were indebred to you for more than their 
repreſentation, 


It was the misfortune of LIL Lo to com- 
poſe many of his plays during a period 
when the ſtage was governed by two ma- 
nagers of very oppoſite taſte, but equally 
inconſiſtent in their conduct with the inter- 
eſt of authors and actors, and the rea- 
ſonable entertainment of the public. 


The one, it is ſaid, had early imbibed a 
ſtrange diſlike to plays and players; either 
from ſome particular prejudices which 
cannot now be eaſily aſcertained, or, 
which is more probable, from an uncom- 
mon fondneſs for an exotic fpecies of 
Theatrical entertainment, called Panto- 
niime. It is confeſſed that he carried this 
excreſcence of the ſtage to its utmoſt per- 
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fection, and was univerſaliy eſteemed: a. 
moſt excellent performer in the mumme- 
ries of his own contriving. 


Beſides, it cannot be denied that the 
ſame man was a happy ſuperintender of 
all pomps and : ceremonies z he excelled 
in planning magnificent ſhews, ſuch as 
coronations and triumphal entries, chriſ- 
tenings, marriages and funerals, and all 
kind of proceſſions, and ſpared no coſt to 


His rival manager of the other theatre 
was io far from having the leaſt reliſh for 
dramatic poetry, that although he was a 

gentleman of birth and fortune, one eaſy 
1 in his behaviour and polite in his addreſs, 
'Y his greateſt pleaſure conſiſted in the encou- 
[ ragement of low athletics and mean buf- 

foons, of wreſtlers and boxers, of dancers 
| | and tumblers, by whoſe aſſiſtance and ad- 

wee he brought all Sadlers Wells upon 
| the. ſtage, and gave various exhibitions of 


DE DICAT TON. 
tall monſters and ridiculous mounte- 
banks *. ANT 


With ſuch managers LiLLo's plain ſenſe 
and unaffected manners could hope for 
little encouragement. 


Had he lived to ſee the happy revolution 
in the government of the Theatre introdu- 
ced by you, he would have rejoiced to behold 
the greateſt genius and moſt indefatigable 
induſtry conſtantly employed to render the 
ſtage reſpectable as well as flouriſhing, and 
the moſt conſummate actor and judicious 
manager not only the avowed patron as 
well as kind inſtructor of actors, but the 
friend and fellow labourer of authors. 


LiILo's modeſty would have profited by 
the advice your perfe&t knowledge of the 
Drama would have ſuggeſted to him, and 

44 his 

* It muſt be granted that during the period I am 
ſpeaking of, that is, from 1734 to 1739, this ma- 
nager was prevailed upon to act LILITo's Curls» 
Tian Hero, and that he revived ſeveral of 
Shakeſpeare's Plays ; particularly, As You Like It, 
and the Merchant of Venice; in which Quin, 


Macklin, Chapman, Mrs. Pritchard and Mis. 
Clive appeared to great advantage. 


his gratitude and integrity would have 
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done juſtice to your candor and ſagacity; 
for he would not only have taken a liberal 
advantage of your criticiſms, but would 
have freely owned the force and value of 
chem. 


That you may long continue to live 


beloved and reſpected by all ranks of peo- 


ple, and happy in the conſciouſneſs of ex- 


erting your abilities for publick and pri- 


vate good, is the ſincere and hearty wiſh 
of, 
SIR, 
Your moſt obedient. 


Humble ſervant, 


THE EDITOR.. 
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our nature than the deſire to know the 
1ons of men, whoſe genius have raiſed our 
admiration, and whoſe labours have given us 
inſtruction or entertainment, But however 
willing we may be to indulge fo agreeable a cu- 
rioſity, there are few authors, the hiſtory of 
whoſe lives can afford ſufficient materials. to fill 
a reaſonable volume. 

Such writers indeed as have been diſtinguiſhed 
by offices in the government of a kingdom, or 
ſuch as have embraced particular party princi- 
ples, or have ſided with factions in the ſtate, 
will always create materials for the biographer, 
and amuſement for the reader. | 

Selden and Grotius, two eminent writers of 
the laſt century, were as much 2 by 

their 


Lee is no paſſion more incident to 
c 
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their misfortunes and their ſtruggles with power, 
as for their genius and learning. | 
Waller was a ſenator and a ſtateſman, as well 


as a polite ſcholar and a great poet. Swift, the 
friend and coadjutor of Harley and Boling- 


broke, took on himſelf the protection of a king- 
dom in oppoſition to a great miniſter.— We pe- 
ruſe with pleaſure the lives of writers whoſe 
tranſactions are varied and multifarious, who 
ſep from their ſtudies into the great theatre of 
the world, and who join the love of buſineſs to 
the eultivation of polite literature. But ſuch 
examples are rare, , 

Addiſon and Pope were certainly great au- 
thors,' but who can read with pleaſure the cold 


* correct narrative of Addiſon's lite by 


ickel ? and when we have reduced the bul 


| hiſtory of Pope, compiled by Ruffhead, to its 


genuine ſize, how little will remain that belongs 
proper'y to the ſubject? The remarks on 


ope's writings compoſed by a very learned 


man, and which were purpoſely given to in- 
rich this motley manufacture, do but more evi- 
dently expoſe the infipidity of the reſt of the 
work, as the blaze of a torch ſerves to diſcover 
the deformities of a dungeon. 


A great genius has indeed ſtruck out a new _ 


path to fame in this beaten. road of literature, 


Biography. The uncommon misfortunes, tur- 


bulent patſions, irregular conduct and unhappy 


fate of Richard Savage, fon of Earl Rivers, 
gave birth to one of the fineſt compoſitions in 


eur on or any other language. 


It 
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Mr. GEORGE LILLO. «i 
It is generally ſaid that Lil Lo lived in obſcu- 
rity and died in diſtreſs; variety of anecdote and 


choice of amuſement cannot be expected from 
ſo unpromiſing a ſubject. 


The ſhort account of LILTo's life in Cibber's 


Hiſtory of the Poets, is the only record hither- 
to publiſhed which contains any thing certain 


% 


or. probable Fung to him, but that is very de- 


fective and affords little information, 

The author of the Companion to the Play- 
houſe contents himſelf with repeating what 
Cibber had related; he ſtates no new facts re- 


ſpecting the writer or his works. The com- 


piler of a Liſt of Dramatic Authors, publiſned 
with Whincop's tragedy of Scanderbeg, betrays 
a want of candor, and is equally. deſtitute of 
truth and accuracy. | 
Perhaps in reviewing the fate of -LiLLo's 
Plays we may ſtrike out ſome ſparks of _intelli- 
nce, which may afford entertainment and il- 
uſtrate our author's character. 
I think it is agreed on all hands, that LILO 
was born on the 4th of February 1693, ſome- 
where near Moorgate—That he learned and 
practiſed the buſineſs of a jeweller. | 
It is very ſingular that no poetical effort of his 
ſhould appear in print, at leaſt under his name, 


till the year 1730, when he produced a Ballad 


Opera, called SUVA or the CounTry Bo- 
RIAL, which was acted at the Theatre Royal, in 
Lincoln's-Inn- Fields. This is one of the beſt 
dramatic pieces which had then appeared, writ- 
ten in imitation of the celebrated Beggar's (pers 

or 
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for 8 NVA has invention in its fable, ſimplicity 
in its manners, gaiety in its incidents, and va- 
27 as well as truth of character; but what 
will ſtill more recommend it to the judicious, 
this Paſtoral Burleſque Serio-Comic Opera was 
written with a view to inculcate the love of truth 
and virtue, and a hatred of vice and falſhood. — 
Notwithſtanding the apparent merit of the 
CounTey BURIAL it met with little ſucceſs. 
About a year after LIILO offered his GzorGE 
BARNWELL to Mr. Theophilus Cibber, mana- 
ger of a company of comedians then acting 
at the Theatre of Drury Lane, during the 
ſummer ſeaſon, | ! 
The author's friends, though they were well 
acquainted with the merit of BarnwELL, 
could not be without their fears for the ſucceſs 8 
of a play, which was formed on a new plan— A 
hiſtory of manners deduced from an old ballad ; 
and, which the witlings of the time called a 2 
Newgate Tragedy. ® 
It is true ſome of our. beſt dramatic poets, in 
their moſt affecting pieces, had lowered the buſ- 
Ein, and fitted it to characters in life inferior to 


— 

* 
— 
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Kings and Heroes; yet no writer had ventured MW 
to deſcend fo low as to introduce the character 
of a merchant, or his apprentice, into a tra- 
gedy.—However the author's attempt was fully 
Juſtifed by his ſucceſs; plain ſterling ſenſe, I 
joined to many happy ſtrokes of nature and 
paſſion, ſupplied the imagined deficiencies of 
art, -and more tears were ſhed at the repreſen- ; 
tation of this home-ſpun drama, than at ol . 

| the 
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Mr. GEORGE LILLO. xiv 


the eJaborate imitations of ancient fables and an- 
cient manners by the learned moderns. 
Mr. Pope, who was preſent at the firſt ating 
of BARNWELL, very candidly | obſerved that 
LiLLo had never deviated from propriety, except 
in a few paſlages in which he aimed at a preater 
elevation of language than was conſiſtent with 
character and ſituation *. | | 
BARNWELL was acted about twenty nights in 
the hotteſt part of the year to crouded houſes, 
The great ſucceſs of this play excited the at- 
tention of Queen Caroline, who deſired to ſee 
it in MSS 4, A meſſage was diſpatched to 
Drury Lane Theatre, and Mr. Wilks waited 
upon her Majeſty with the play. But 1 have 
not been able to learn whether the author gained 
any emolument from the Queen's curioſity, 
One circumſtance which happened the firſt 
night that BARNWELL was aQted is fo ſingular 
that it ought not to be forgotten. "EIS 
Certain witty and facetious perſons, who call 
themſelves the town, bought up large quanti- 
ties of the ballad of GrorRGE BARNWELL, 
with an intent to make a ludicrous compariſon 
between the old ſong, and the new tragedy ; 
but fo forcible and ſo pathetic were the ſcenes 
of the LoN DO MERCHANT, that theſe merry 
gentlemen were quite diſappointed and aſhamed; 


1 they were obliged to throw away their ballads 


and take out their handkerchiefs 1. 
Encou- 


* Litto's life by Cibber, Vol. IJ. J Gentleman's Ma- 
ezine, July 1731. 1 Cibber's life of Lito, | 


Enucouraged by the ſucceſs of this play, LIILLo 
ventured upon à ſubject more arduous and 
fublime.---About three or four years after, he 
wrote the Chris Tian HERO, which was acted 
at Drury Lane Theatre with tolerable ſuccels, 
The plot of the tragedy is to be found in 
the hiſtory of the Turks. The character of 


Scanderbeg, the hero of the play, reſembles 


that of Tamerilane, and is well contraſted 
with Amurath, the 71 urkiſh Sultan. Ihe 
characters in this tragedy are in general ſtrongly 
marked; ſome pathetic ſcenes of the CHRIS“ 
TITAN HENO would not diſgrace the works of 
our molt eſteemed dramatic writers. The man- 
ners of the Turks and Chriſtians are well diſ- 
criminated. The interview in the ſecond act 
berween the generals of both armies, is happily 
conducted.—1t is, I believe, an imitation of a 
ſimilar parley between Caled and Eumenes in 
the Siege of Damaſcus, But the Scene in the 
CrrisTIAan Hero is greatly heightened by the 
diſtreſs of Scanderbeg, whoſe miſtreſs, Althea, 
had fallen by the chance of war into the hands 
of his enemies. 

Upon the whole it muſt be granted that the 
muſe of LILLO was more adapted to an humble 
than a Jofty theme, to plots not ſo intricate, 
nor ſo overcharged with epiſode, to charac- 
ters leſs elevated, and ſituations more familiar. 
The editor of a Tragedy of Scanderbeg, 
written by one Mr. Whincop, has ventured to 
charge the author of the CHRISTIAN HERO 


with * 
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with ſtealing the hint of his play, ſrom his 
having ſeen Scanderbeg in MSS, 
It is to be obſerved that this actuſation was 
brought againſt Lil. U eight years after his death, 
and near thirteen ſince his play was firſt acted. 
The charge reſts ſolely on the credit of a name- 
leſs editor; and 1 think. we may fairly reject 
it as an invidious attack upon the character 
of a man whoſe moral conduct has never been 
impeached, and who was greatly eſteemed for 
his modeſty and integrity. Belides, this tragedy 
of Scanderbeg (ſo much cried up by the editor 
and his friend) is a deſpicable performance, full 
of rant and bombaſt. 
Towards the end of the acting ſeaſon in 1736, 
che FATAL CuRklostrr, one of Mr. LitLo's 
moſt affecting tragedies, was acted at the Little 
Theatre in the Haymarket at the time when 
Fielding, our Engliſh Cervantes, was manager 
of that playhouſe, 
Ie is not eaſy to gueſs why this excellent piece 
was not repreſented at one of the "Theatres 
Royal; as our author's character as a writer was 
by this time well eſtabliſhed. It cannot be 
Wy doubted that LILLO applied to the managers of 
the more regular theatres, and had been rejected, 
ſo that he was reduced to the neceſſity of having 
his play afed at an inferior Play-houſe, and by 
Fperions not ſo well ſkilled in their -profeſion 
Jas the players of the eſtabliſhed Theatres. 
However, Mr. Fielding, who had a juſt 
enſe of our author's merit, and who had often 
| | * 
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in his humorous pieces * laughed at thoſe ridi- 
culous. and abſurd criticks who could not poſſi» 
bly underſtand the merit of BAN WEIL becauſe I 
the ſubject was low, treated LI LLO with great | 
politeneſs and friendſhip. He took upon him“ 
ſelf the management of the play, and the in- 
ſtruction of the actors. 

It was during the rehearſal of the F ATA“ 
Cuxrost r v that I had an opportunity to ſee and 
to converſe with Mr. LIL IO. -Plain and ſim- 
ple as he was in his addreſs, his manner of con- 
verſing was modeſt, affable and engaging. i 
When invited to give his opinion how a parti- 
cular ſentiment ſhould be uttered by the actor, 
he expreſt himſelf in the ge —j and moſt 
obliging terms, and — inftruQion and 
convichon with good nature and good man- 
ners. : 
The plot of the FA TAI Cuxtosrv, like 
that of BARRWIII, was taken from private life. 

An unhappy old man and his wife who lived 
at Penryn in Bll, impatient under their 
misfortunes and rendered deſperate by extreme 
poverty, murdered their gueſt, a ſailor juſt re- 
turned from the Indies, for the ſake of his 
" wealth: to aggravate the atrociouſneſs of the 
crime, upon examination, the murdered perſon 
proved to be their own ſon. h 

Luro has happily varied ſome of the cir- | 
_ cumftances of this iſmal tory, and has added 

others to render it more gon panel 


The 
® Particularly in Joſeph Andrews. 


Mr. GEORGE LILLO. Vn 
The language of this play is more elevated 


WS than that of any of our author's works; in ſome 


fe paſſages it muſt be owned that it is too rich 
and flowery, and partakes rather of the deſcrip- 
& cive than the familiar ſtile ſuited to the ſubject 
and characters. However the author has ſeldom 
& indulged himſelf in this luxuriancy of fancy; 
for in general his ſtyle is plain and eaſy, though 


4 vigorous and energetic ; and he is remarkable in 


this tragedy and in his ELME rick for a mag- 
nificent fimplicity of ſtyle, ſo juſtly commended 
by Mr. Colman in Maſſenger and the reſt of our 
old dramatic writers. | 

= Fielding was not merely content to reviſe the 
FarTar CuriosrTyY, and to inſtru the actors 
how to do juſtice to their parts. He warmly 


WF recommended the play to his friends, and to 


os the public. Beſides all this he preſented the 
author with a well written prologue ; which, as 
W it contains a juſt criticiſm on modern tragedies, 
the reader will not be diſpleaſed to find here. 


PRoroc uk To THE FarTar CuniosrTy. 


„THE Tragic Muſe has long forgot to plenſe 
With Shakeſpeare's nature, or with Fleccher's eaſe: 
No paſſion mov'd, thro? five long acts you fit, 
Charm'd with the poet's language, or his wit, 
Fine things are ſaid, no matter whence they fall ; 
Each fingle character might ſpeak them all. 


But from this modern faſhionable wav, 
To-night, our author begs your leave to ſtray. 
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No fuſtian hero rages here to- night; 
No armies fall, to E ht: 
From lower life we draw our hs > __ * 
et not your equals move your pi 1 
Virtue alen in humble ſtate — ; 
Nor think ſhe never lives without the court. 
Tho' to our ſcenes no royal robes belong, 
HT Ur I Ig as 297 by poo, . 
Throm both your ſcorn and prejudice ande; l 
Let us with favour not contempt be try d; | 
 Thro' the firſt acts a kind attention lend, | 2 
The growing fcene ſhall force you to attend; " 8 
Shalk catch the eyes of every render fair, | 

And make them charm their lovers with a tear. 
The lover too by pity ſhall imparc | 

His tender paſſion to his fair one's heart: 


The breaſt which others ih cannot more, 
Was ne er the ſeat of frit ip, or of love.“ 


In the conduct of this play L1tiohas ſhewn 
| 5 judgement. The characters of Od 
_ and his Wife exhibit ſtrong pictures tr 
ri 1 9 8 erty, impatience 
Ur. he ue 8 ch gradu- 
a Prepared for the dreatfu.) cataſtrophe in the 
ſcene of the Play. 
© This tragedy is 1 believe Fttle known, and 
though 1 am an enemy to long citations, 1 


Mall quote ſome particular intereſting ſpeeches 
inthe firſt and fecond act, and a who ne in 


the laſt, which the reader will eſtecm a maſter - 


piece of writi 

Old Witmiot begins the play with a ſoliloquy 
that Nrongly marks his character and ſituntiof. 
0 51 
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olb WILMOT.. 


The day is far advanc' d; the chearful ſun 
Purſues with vigour his repeated courſe; 
No labour leſſening nor no time decaying 
His ſtrength, or eee evermore the lame, 
From age to age his influence ſuſtains 
Dependent worlds,  beſtows both life and motion 

= On the dull maſs that forms the orbs, 

We Chears them wich heat, and gilds tl with his 
: brightneſs. 

vet man, of jarring elements eo A 
Who poſts from chan Ne to change, from the firſt _ 
of his E frail being till his diſſolution, 

4 Tags s the ſad prerogative above him, 

| Think, and to be wretched. — What is life, 


1 7 c oi 


1 To him that's born wo 4ie ! or what that wiſdom 
f m_— "Wo ends in knowing we know no- 


Auere CT, ated all! A tragic farce, 
Tedious tho? ſhort,” and without art elaborate, 
ERidiculouſly ſad— 


= In the following ſcene the author artful 
contrives to make the unhappy eld man 
charge the only perſon who could have pre- 
vented n at the ſame time 
chat he introduces the character of the amiable 
Charlot, an whoſe bounty they bad hitherto 
ſubſiſted, though no they were reduced to the 
loweſt ebb =T e 14 Wilmot when he 
parts with his faithful fervant, Randal, who 5 
willing to endure the utmoſt diſtreſs rather than 


quy quit his ſervice, gives him ſuch advice for his 
on. future conduct in the world as farther diſplays 
K D 
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his aral * the impatience of hi 


his mind. f 
OLD WIL MOT, 
— Prithee, Randal}, 
How tong haſt thou been with me? 
| "RAND AL. 
Piſteen years. 


ene firſt you took me 

To wait upon your ſon, my dear you > ran waſter! 

I oft have wiſh'd, I'd gone to India wi 

Tho" you, deſponding, give him o'er for loft. f 
[Or Wir uor wipes his cher. 

Lam to blame this talk revives your ſorrow : 

For his abſence. 


————— | 
Which never died? 
PI RANDAL. 


| The whole of my intent 
Was to confeſs phono that ſupplied 
The loſs of doth wy ts z I was long 
The object of — ble care. 


OLD WILMOr. 


No more of that; thou'ſt ſerv'd me lon ſince 
Without reward; ſo that account is balanc'd, 
Or rather 'm thy debtor I remember, 
When poverty to ſhow her face N 
Within theſe walls, and all my other ſervants, 
d vermin from a falling houſe, 
Retreated with the plunder they had gain 'd, | 
And left me, too indulgent and remiſs © 
For fuck ungrateful wretches, to be cruſh'd 4 
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if his Beneath the ruin they had help'd to make, 
Frhat you, more good than wiſe, refus'd to leave me. 
J RANDAL, 
WE Nay, I beſeech you, fir !—— 
2 OLD WILMOT. 
With my diſtreſs, 
n perfect contradiQtion to the world, 
3 Thy love, reſpe& and diligence increas d; 
Nov all the recompence within my power, 
= 15 to diſcharge thee, Randal, from my hard, 
W Unprofitable ſervice. - 
* RAND AL. 
2 Heaven forbid! 
hall I forſake you in your worſt neceſſity ? 
Believe me, fir, my honeſt foul abhors 
The barb'rous thought. 


OLD WILMOT. 

* What! canſ thou feed on air? 
L have not left wherewith to purchaſe food 

For one meal more. 


RAN DAI. 

Rather than leave you thus, 
I' beg my bread, and live on others _— 
While I ſerve you. 


OLD W ILMOT., 
Down, down my abe. 
Or Sd in ſilence: tis thy cruel fate 
Inſults thee by his kindneſs—he is innocent 
Of all the pain it gives thee—Go thy ways 
I will no more ſuppreſs thy youthful * 
Of riſing in the world. 


RANDALL. 
"Tis true, Im young, 
And never try'd my fortune, or my genius: 


23 


mi THE LIFT OF 


Which may peshaps find out ſome happy means, 
As yet unthqught of, to ſupply your wants. 


Thou tortur'ſi me I hate all obligations of 
Which I can ne'er return— And io art thou, 
That I ſhou'd ſtoop to take em from thy hand! 
Care for thyſelf, but take no thought for me; 

I will not want thee—tronble me no more. 


"RANDAL. 

Be not offended, ſir, and I will go, 

Inc'er repin'd at your commands before; 

But heaven's my witneſs, I obey you now 

With ſtrong reluctance, and a heavy heart. 

Farewell, my worthy mafter ! [ Going. 

Db WILMOT. 
Farewell ſtay — 

As thou art yet Mo er to the world, 

Of which, alas! vehad too much experience, 

I ſhow'd, methinks, before we part, beſlow 

A little counſel on thee —Dry thy eyes 

If thou weep'ſt thus, I ſhall proceed no farther. 

Doſt thou aſpire to greatneſs, or to wealth, 
Quit books and the unprofitable ſearch 

Of wiſdom there, and ſtudy hum an kind: 

No ſeience will avail thee without that; 

But that obtain'd, thou need'ſt not any other. 
This will jaſtruct thee to conceal thy views, 
And wear the face of probity and honour, 
„Till chou haſt galn'd thy end; which muſt be ever 
„Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 
Who ſhalt be weak enough to think thee honeſt. 

5 KRAN DAI. 
You mock me, ſure. 


— 


OLD 
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I never was more ſerious, 
RANPD AI. 
Why Look you counſel what you ſeorn d to prac- 
| e 


OL D. WILMOT, 
Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn has been my ruin. 
== I've been an idiot, but wou'd have thee wiſer, 
And treat mankind, as they wou'd treat thee, Randal; 
= As they deſerve, and['ve been treated by em. 
Thou' yi ſeen by me, and thoſe who now deſpiſe me, 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars riſe; 
Shun my example; treaſure up my precepts ; 
The world's before thee - be a . and proſper 


What art thou dumb ? [ter « bong pauſe 
RAN DAI. 

Amaement ties my tonguc! 

Where are your former principles? 
OLD VILMO r. 
No matter; 

Suppoſe I have regounc'd em: I have paſſions, 
And love thee ſtill; therefore would have theethink, 
The world.is all a ſcene of deep degeat, | 
And he who deals with mb on the ſ quare. 
Is his own bubble, and andoes himſelf. [Exer. 


In the ſame act, Maria the ſervant and com- 
panion of Charlot, upon the approach of 
Agnes, the wife of Old Wilmot, prepares. the 


reader by a ſhort but fine delineation of her 
character. 


MARIA, 
Her faded dreſs, unfaſhionably fine, 
As ill conceals ber r as that ; 
a 4 | Strains 


bh 
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Strain'd complaiſance, her havghty ſwelling heart: 
Tho? periſhing for want, ſo far from aſking, 
She ne'er receives a favour uncompell'd, 


And while the rains ſcorns to be oblig d. 


In the ſecond act Loung Wilmot perſuades 
Randal to counterfeit a letter from Charlot, 
with a view to be introduced as a friend of the 
younglady to his diſtreſſed parents, with a view to 

ave an opportunity to be fully acquainted with 
their unhappy ſituation, and to relieve them by 
making a diſcovery of himſelf when he ſhould 
think it moſt proper. 

This unhappy refinement of curioſity occa- 
ſions the dreadful cataſtrophe which follows in 
the laſt act. YF 

The interview. between Young Wilmot and 
his parents occaſions a moſt pathetic ſcene, from 
which the reader will not be diſpleaſed to read 
che following extract. | 


ACT u. 


OLD WILMOT. 


The lady calls you here her valu'd friend ; 
Enough, 'tho' nothing more ſhould be imply'd, 
To recommend you to our be. eſteem, 
I worthleſs acquifition !— may ſhe find Y 
Some means that better may expreſs her kindneſs; 
But ſhe, perhaps, hath purpos'd to inrich 

You with herſelf, and bes fruitleſs ſorrow 


For one whom death alone can juſtify 

For leaving her ſa long. If it be fo, 

May you repair his loſs, and be to Charlott 
N 8 
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I FS ei youth, as feeble age 


= V cre not her offspring, or below her care, 
nas ſeal'd our doom: no ſecond hope ſhall ſpring 


From my dead loins, and Agues' ſteril womb, 
7 To dry our tears, and diſſipate deſpair. 

| "AGNES. 

== The laſt and moſt abandon'd of our kind, 
Zy heaven and earth neglected or deſpis'd, 

Tue loathſome grave, that robb'd us of our ſon 
And all our joys in him, muſt be our refuge. 

b YOUNG WILMOT. 

5 "TR ghoſts unpardon'd, or devoted fiends, 
Fear N and wail in ſach ſad ftrains ; 
Bat grace defend © the living from deſpair. 
The darkeſt hours precede the rifing fun ; 
And mercy may appear, when leaſt expected. 


OLD WILMOT. 


This I have heard a thouſand times repeated,, 
And have, beheving, been as oft deceiv' d. 


YOUNG VILMO Tr. 


Behold in me an inſtance of its truth. 

At ſea twice e e ad and as oft the prey 
Of lawleſs pirates; by the Arabs thrice 
Surpriz'd, and ant; on ſhore: and once reducd 
To worſe than theſe, the ſum of all diftreſs 

That the moſt wretched feel on this fide hell 

Ev'n ſlavery itſelf : yet here I ſtand, 

Except one trouble that will quickly end, 

The happieſt of mankind, 


OLD WILMOT. 
A rare example 


Of fortune's caprice ; 2 to ſurprize. 


Or entertain, than comfort, or inſtruct. 


It 70 wou'd reaſon from events, By juſt, - 


And 
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And count, when you eſcap'd, bow many periſh'd; 
And draw aur inf rence thence, 

A0 NES. 


| 0 10 Alas! who knows, 
But we were render' d childleſs by me ſtorm, 


In which you, tho” preſerv'd, might bear a part, | 


YOUNG WILMOT, 
How has my curioſity betray'd me 
Into ſuperfluous pain |! I faint with fondneſs : 
And ſhall, if Iftay longer, ruſh upon em, | 
Proclaim myſelf their fon, kiſs and embrace em 
Till their ſouls, tranſported with the exceſs , _ 
Of pleaſure and ſurprize, quit their frail manſions, 
And leave em breathleſs in my longing arms. 
By circumſtances then and flow degrees, 
They muſt be let into a happineſs 
Too great for them to bear at once, and live: 
That Charlot will perform : I need not fei 


To afk an hour for reſt. [4fde.] Sir, I intreat 


The favour to retire where, for a while, 

I may repaſe myſelf, You will excuſe 

This freedom, and the trouble chat 1 give you; 
| Tis long ſince I have flept, 4 #7 qi 


I pray no more: believe we're only troubled, 
That you ſhou'd think any excuſe were needful, 
YOUNG WILMOT, 
The weight of this is ſome incombrance to me, 
[Tales a caſtet out of bis leſem aud gives it 10 
18 , his mother, | p 
And its contents of value: if you pleaſe 
To take the charge of it till I awake, 
T ſhall not reſt the worfe. If I ſhou'd ſleep 
Till I am a&'d for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you wou'd wake me. 
| AGNES. 
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, AGNES. 
| Doubt it not: 
Diſtracted as I am with various woes, 

I ſhall remember that. [ Exit, 


If Tam not greatly miſtaken, in all Dra- 
matic Poetry, there are few ſcenes Where 
the paſſions are fo highly wrought up, as in the 
third Act of the FATAL CurrosrTY, where a 
man, cont to the conviction of his mind 
and amidſt all the agonies which, reluctant na- 
ture feels, is tempted to the commiſſion of a 
moſt deſperate and ſhocking action. LI Lo need 
not be aſhamed to yield to Shakeſpeare, hq 
is ſuperior to all other writers ; but excepting 
the celebrated ſcenes of murder in Maebeth, 
theſe in the FaTar Cunrrozrty, for juſt re- 
preſentation of anguiſh, remorſe, defpair, and 
. horror, bear away the palm. i AY 

| I ſhall make no apology for anticipating the 

reader's curiofity by giving this maſter piece of 

fine writing, as his peruſing it here may engage 

him not only to read the whole play, but in- 

duce-him to be better acquainted with the 

works of a man, who is ſo great a painter of the 
terrible graces, 


FATAL CURIOSITY, ACT m. 
0 Enter Achs alone with the caſtet in her hand. 
WHO ſhould this firanger be?—and then this 
| calket— _ | 
He ſays it is of value, and yet truſts it, 
As if a trifle, to a tranger's hand — 
His confidence amazes nie Perhaps 


. 
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It is not what he ſays I'm ſtrongly tempted 


To open it, and {ee.—No, let it reſt, _ 
Why ſhou'd my curiofity excite me 


To ſearch and pty into th' affairs of others; 


Who have t imploy my thoughts ſo many cares 

And forrows of my own ?—With how much eaſe 

The ſpriog gives way !—ſurprizing! moſt prodi- 
| aus! - 

My. eyes are dazzled, and my raviſh'd heart 

Leaps at the glorious fight— How bright's the luſtre, 

How immenſe the worth of theſe fair jewels ! 

Ay, ſuch a treaſure wou'd expel for ever a 

Baſe poverty, and all its ahject train; 

The mean devices we're reduc'd to uſe 

To keep out famine, and preſerve our lives 

From day to day; the cold neglect of friends; 

The galling ſcorn, or more provoking pity 

Of an inſulting world — Poſſeſs'd of theſe, 

Plenty, content, and power might take their turn 

And lofty pride bare its aſpiring head ö 

At our approach, and once more bend before us. 
—A plealing dream Tis paſt; and now I wake 

More wretched by the happineſs I've loſt, 

For ſure it was a happineſs to think, 

Tho but for a moment, fuch a treaſure mine. 
Nay, it was more chan thought -I ſaw and touch'd 
The bright temptation, and I ſee it yet | 
"Tis here tis mine. I have it in poſſeſſion— * 

—Muſt] reſign it? muft I give it back ? 

Am I in love with miſery and want 

To rob myſelf and court fo vaſt a loſs ;— | 

—Retainat then. But how ?—There is a way— 

Why finks my heart? why does my blood run cold? 

Why am I+hrill'd with horror?—'Tis not choice, 

But dire neceſſty ſuggeſts the thought. £2 
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Enter Or D Wit Mor. 


The mind contented, with how little pains 
The wand'ring ſenſes yield to ſoft repoſe, 

And die to gain new life! He's fall'n aſleep 
Already—happy man !—what doſt thou think, 
My Agnes, of our unexpected gueſt 7 
He ſeems to me a youth of great humamty : 
1 ere he clos'd his eyes, that ſwam in tears, 

e wrung my hand, and preſs d it to his lips; 
And with a look, that pierc'd me to the ſoul, _ 
Begg'd me to comfort thee : and—doſt thou hear me? 
What art thou gazing on? — ſie, tis not well— 


This caſket was deliver'd to you clos'd : . 
Why have you open'd it? ſhou'd this be Known, 
How mean muſt we appear ? | 
ACNES. 
And who ſhall know it? 
OLD WILMO r. 1 
There is a kind of pride, a decent digni 
Due to ourſelves : which, ſpite of our misfortanes, 
May be maintain'd, and cheriſh'd'to the laſt. 
To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, ſhews ſovereign contempt, _ 
And noble ſcorn of its relentleſs malice. 


AG NES. 

Shews ſovereign madneſs and a ſcorn of ſenſe. 
Purſue no farther this deteſted theme: 

I will not die, I will not leave the world 

For all that you can urge, until compell'd. 
of WILMO r. 

To chaſe a ſhadow, when the ſetting ſun 

Is darting his laſt rays, were juſt as wiſe, '- 
As your anxiety for fleeting liſe, 0 
Now the laſt means for its — are 3 

| | ere 


, 


: 
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Were famine notus mortal as the ſword, 
This warmth might be excus d ut take thy choice 
— Die nn —— d 
| f 152 8. 1 4 | 
Nor five, I hope. p | 4 
OD WII Mor. bY 
An is no fear of that. 
1 AGNES, 
Then welt tive both, | 
Fr rtr. 
Strange folly! where's the means? 
"  AGCNES.. 
The means are there; thoſe je wels 
OLD WILM Or. 

Hal — Take heed: 
Perhaps thou doſt but try me; yet take heed 
There's e e ſo monſtrous but the mind of man 

4 | 


In ſome be 3 t'approve; 
Theft, ſacrilege, MO on, an | 


When flatt' ing opportunity dude. 
And deſperation y == have been committed | 
By thoſe w) who once wou'd ſtart to hear them nam'd. 


 _AGNES. 

And add to theſe deteſted ſaicide, 

Which, by a exime much leſs, we may avaid. 
| ODD WILMOT. 

Th' inhoſpitable murder of our gueſt! — 


How cou'dit tou ſorm a thought ſo very tempting, 
So advantageous, ſo ſecure and eaſy; 


And yet lo cruel, and Io fall of — 
| A GNES.: 
Tis lnfolnipieny; leib a inſt aature, 
Totake another's life, — end our own. Da 


Joel ZOLTE=D 
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OLD VILMO Ir. tf | 
It is no matter, whether this or that 
Be, in itſelf, the leſs or greater crime: 
Howe'er we may deceive ourſelves or others, 
We act from inclination, not by rule, 
Or none cou'd act amiſs—and that all err, 
None but the conſcious hypocrite denies. 
—O ! what is man, his excellence and ſtrength, | 
When in an hour of trial and deſertion, 
Reaſon, his nobleſt power, may be ſuborn d 
To plead the cauſe of vile aſſaſſination 


AGNES, 


You're too ſevere : reaſon may juſtly plead 
For her own preſervation, 


OLD WILMOT. 

| Reſt contented: 
Whate'er reſiſtance I may ſeem to make, 
I am betray'd within: my will's ſeduc'd, 
And my whole foul infeaed. The defire 
= life returns, and brings with it — train | 
Ot appetites that rage to be fupply* 
Whoever ſtands to — wirh . | 
Does it to be &ercome. 3 


ACNES., 
| Then nought remains, 
But the ſwift execution of a deed | | 
That is not to be thought on, or delay'd. 
We muſt diſpatch him fleeping : thou'd he wake, | 
"T were madneſs to attempt it. 


OLD WILWOT. 


True, his ftrength 
Single is more, much more than ours united ; 
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 
Ours in duration, ſhou'd he ſcape this ſnare. 
4 | | 4 Gen'rous, 


W 


with anguiſh 1; 22 
\Ns nnn Þ* 
| 22 4 © By what means? 
By tion, or by —— 
Shall we his death? ion ere I 


OE WILMOT) + 
Why, what a fiend !- - 
How ervel, "how remorſeleſs and impatient --- 7 
Have pride, and poverty made thee ? {ha A 

"©. — irs / A G NE 8. : 

Mohend bv" 2 = ” Barbarous man] 
R n 
And drove our ſon, ere the firſt down bad ſpread 8 
His roſy cheeks, ſpite of my ſad preſages, 901 
Earneſt intreaties, agonios and tears, a * BIG 
To ſeek his bread mongſt ſtrangers, and to Pk. 
In ſome remote, inhoſpitable landj—- 

The lovglief6youth, in perſon and in mind. 
That ever cron da groaning mother's pain! 8 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then? 
Thou cruel huſband ! thou unnat'ral father! 
Thou moſt remorſeleſs, moſt un ful man, 
To waſte my fortune, rob me of my ſon; {+ #& 
To drive me to deſpair, and then reproach me 
For being what thou ſt made mee... BY 

OLD WILMOT. 

Mn Dry my tent: 
N I ought not to reproach thee. J W 

That n aber much. ſo have we both. 

But chide no more: I'm wrought up. to thy 8 


wege Fated, re Nis 
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Ere he reclin'd him on the fatal couch, 8 
From which he's ne'er to riſe, took off the ſaſh, 
And coſtly that thou faw'ft him wear; 
And thus, un ing, farniſh'd us with arms 
Againſt himſelf, Which ſhall I uſe? 
AGNES.' 


If you make uſe of that I can aſſiſt. 
OLD WILMOT. 


No—'tis a dreadful office, and I'll ſpare 
Thy trembling hands the guilt—fteal to the door 
And bring me word if he be ſtill — 

xit AGNBS. 


Or Pm deceiv'd, or he pronounc'd himſelf 

The happieſt of mankind. — wretch ! 

Thy thoughts are periſhing uthful joys, 
Touch'd by the icy hand 157 ——— 

Are 1 in their bloom—but thought exdn · 
He'll never j know the loſs, nor feel the bitter 
Pangs of diſappointment —then I was wrong 
In counting him a wretch : REIN 
Is all the happieſt of mankind can hope for. 
2 * ds —— the _ 
Of every joy, even hope itſe 

As I have done — hy do! — him then ? 
For, by the anguiſh of my tortur'd ſoul, . 
He's to 12 if compar'd with me. 


The ſaſh. 


Enter Aones with Youxo WII Nor 's dagger. 


AGNES, 
The ftranger ſleeps at it; but ſo reſtleſs, 


His ſlumbers ſeem, they can't continue long, 
Come, come, diſpatch — Here l ve ſecur'd his dagger. 
- 


— 


OLD 


Vo. I. 
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OLD WILMOT. 
O Agnes! Agnes! if there be a hel! 
Tis juſt we ou d expect it. 
. * to take the dagger, but lets it fall. 
AG-N; ES... 1 1 
. Nay, for ſhame, 
Shake off this panic, and be more yourſelf, 
OLD WIE MOT. 
What's to be done? on what had we getermin'd! 2 


KN ES. ; 
You're quite We It do the deed myſelf. 5 
| Tales ap tbe dagger 
0 L D W I LMOT. 
Give me the fatal ſteel '* | 
"Tis but a ling le Wender, 
Neceſſity, impatience and d 
The three wide mouths of Mitre Cerberus, 
Grim poverty, demands They ſhalt be to] pp'd... 
Ambition, perſecution, and revenge 
Devour their millions daily: and (all — 
But follow We, ————ů — 
You had to think there was the Jeaſttemains | | 
Of manho64d, "pity; mercy, or remorſe 
Left in this ſavage breaſt. [Geng rb vent ways 5 
1 AG NES. | 


| Where > you 0? 
The ſtreet is that way. my *. 


OLD WI LMO Tr. 
| True! I had forgot. 
AG NES. 
Quite, quite con founded. | 
. DI L M.O To 


vw Well, 1 wtover. 
SOT fanll Mod the wap. \ [Exits 
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AGNES. 
5 O ſoftly ! ſoftly ! 
The leaſt noiſe undoes us. — Still I fear him: 
No- now he ſeems determin'd - O! that pauſe, 
That cowardly pauſe ! —his reſolution fails — 
"Tis wiſely done to lift your eyes to heaven; 
When did you pray before? I have no patience + 
How he ſurveys him! what a look was there 
How full of anguiſh, pity and remorſe! —— 
He'll never do it - Strike, or give it er 
— No, he recovers but that trembling arm | 
May miſs its aim; and if he fails, we're loſt —— 
"Tis done -O! no; he lives, he ſtruggles yet. 
YOUNG WILMOT. 
O! father! father! | [In another room. 
AGNES. we 12 
nick, repeat the blow. 
What pow'r ſhall I LY to aid thee, Wilmot! 
W ---Yet hold thy hand- inconſtant, wretched woman l 
| What doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him 
Whoſe murder was contriv'd---O. Wilmot | Wilmot 


Notwithſtanding all the friendly endeayours 
of Fielding, this play met with very little. ſuc- 
ceſs at its firſt repreſentation, and this was owing 
in All probability to its being brought on in the 
latter part of the ſeaſon, when the public had 
been ſatiated with a long run of Paſquin.— But 
it is with pleaſure I obſerve that Fielding gene- 
rouſly petſiſted to ſerve the man whom he had 
once eſpouſed ; he tacked the FaT ALCuUrIoSITY 
to his Hiſtorical" Regiſter; which was Pre 
with great ſucceſs itt the enſuing winter. The 
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was added to more advantage than be- 
fore, and was often repeated, to the emolument 
of the author, and with the approbation of the 
blic. 182000 ea f 
re feof L.10 10 reduce to he 
neceſſity of havi $ repreſented by in- 
ferior actors. — 7385 be gave to the — 
acting during = mmer ſeaſon at Covent- 
Garden, _ bis play of Marina, taken from 
an old tragedy attributed to Shakeſpeare, call- 
ed, Pericles, Prince of Tyre. It is true the 
firſt editors of this . t father of the Engliſh 
n and ſeveral other pieces 
that been printed with his name to them 
during his life-time. --It is moſt likely that 
Shakeſpeare reviſed this old drama, and gave a 
few touches of his own inimitable pencil; that 
he added or altered a character or two, and 
wrote a ſcene here and there; which, like the 
luftre of BaManus's ring® in the cavern, illumi. 
nated the ſurrounding darkneſs. 
* preſerving from oblivion ſcenes which 
wil giv pep pleaſure in the readin is 
meritorious, and LiLLo deſerves 
28 2 praiſe for ſaving the ſketches of a 
Shakeſpeare, AS he who carefully i 


Marcus. ern. 
A ring, that lightens all the hole, M 
Which like a taper in ſome monument | 
Doth ſhine upon' the dead man's earth gals © 
eber nee 025 
2 Mfr k. Aden. AQ 3. Sc. y. 
—— paſſage has brew quoted u. prove that Sabel hakeſpeare 
part of this horrid tragedy, 
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his rarities, a maimed ſtatue: 1 an illuſtrious 


mad. | 
pleaſing wild in the hs 


There is ſomething 
rater of nds which beſpeaks her to be 
the offspring of ſweet Fancy's child. At her 
firſt appearance ſhe makes uſe of ſuch happy, 
yet uncommon expreſſions, as will not permit 
us to doubt her origin. 


ACT.L SCENE L 


| MARINA. 
No, I will rob gay Tellus of her weeds, 
To ſtrew thy grave with flowers. The yellows, blues, 
The purple violets and mary — 
Shall as a carpet — . 
While ſummer days — me, maid! 
Born in a tempe a ——_ 2 | 
And now I mourn a ſecond mother's loſs 
This world to me is like a laſting torm, . 


That ſwallows, iece by r N 
And in the end himſel 


In this romantic fable of Maxx, a huſ- 
band, contrary to all expectations, recovers his 
wife, and a father his daughter. 

. Pericles, when he views Marina, breaks out 
into an exclamation which could belong to none 
but our old inimitable bard. 

1+ PERICLE'S. 5 
My lon t forrow for a vent, oy +: 
And ong Fase in hr N ſuch was my wife; 2 
And ſuch an one my daughter might have —— 4 
My queen's ſquare brows, her ſtature to an inch, 
As wand-like n 5 ſilver zue, ter oyes — 
3 10 1160 e 
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As jewels like, in pace another Juno; 


. then like her ſhe ſtaryes the;cars, Bs feeds, 
88 makes them crave che more, the more ſy 


> 


iy * lows of der, untern A Ae 
firm reſignation to the will of Providence, Jad 
a deteſtation of vice and 1 are con- 
ſtantly inſiſted upon, and ſtrongly inculcated 
in all the com sg, of ben re. 
T ſhall only give another quotation from this 
po: which conſiſts af four very happy lines of 
1110 grafted * the old ſtock: 


2 ve ſons andilzoghters of -adverſ "wy 6 
Preſerve yon innocence; and each light grief 


So bounteoc are the Gods to thoſe who ſerve them) 
Ghal be rewarded with ten thouſand j Joys” 


6 etaiſe is as dasein as bi 
h t nguiſhing cenſure. Both proceed from one 
common parent, ignorance: though the lat- 
ter is ſoſtered by btutal.malevolence, and the 
former cheriſhed by indiſcreet friendſhip. + 
In this play of Maxixa, I think LIL Lo 
has preſerved fome characters, and retained 
ſome expreſſions of the old drama; which hisjudg- 

ment ſhould have rejected. He did not reflect 
that rude modes 2 ſpeech, when manners are 
uncultivated, are tolerated by cuſtom; and words 
which might -haye been . ſpoken without cen- 
ſure in the drawing room of Elizabeth, a ſwear- 
ing and maſculine queer and even in the pre- 


1 | {ence 


0 


14 
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ſence of James, a prince who loved and propa- 
gated an obſcene jeſt, would ſcarce: be! petinit- 


ted now in fome houſes devoted to pleafure. 
A modern audience rejects withdiſguſt the com- 
. panions-and.Janguage of a brothel. 


Though leſs, virtuous than our anceſtors, we 


are more refined and polite in our public enter- 


tainments. 1 
Lr died the ad of September, 1739. 
He. juſt lived to finiſh his tragedy of ELMur- 
RICK, (Which he left to the care of his friend 
Mr. John Gray, a bookſeller, who was firſt a 


diſſenting miniſter, and afterwards, upon his 


complying with the terms of admiſſion into the 
church of England, rector of a living at Rip- 
pon in Yorkſhire; The author made it his 
dying requeſt, to his friend Gray, that he would 
dedicate his ELMERICK to F 2 — Prince of 
Wales Marcellus and Germanicus wete not 
more beloved by the Romans, than Frederick 
was by the people of England. His eafinefs of 
acceſs, his readineſs to ſuccour the diftreſled, 
his encouragement of arts and ſciences, and 


many other public and private virtues endeared 


him to perſons of all ranks. -L1LLo had a great 
veneration for the prince, and had, ina maſque 
called BairaNnNia and BATAVIA, exerted his 
b 4 poetical 
| : 

* This religious king, who wrote commentaries on ſome 
parts of Scripture, diverted himſelf with the baudy Jokes of 
A liſhop' (I think it was Neal of Rocheſter) during the time 


&f divide darvice at the chapel royal, 
a Wills's life of Jamey, 
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ical Kill on the marriage of his Ro 

ighneſs to the Princeſs of Saxe-Gotha. yi 
e learn from Mr. Gray's dedication of Et 
'MERICK, that the Prince of Wales intereſted 


2 in the ſucceſs of this y by honour- 
it with his preſence, and it Is but reaſonable 
to eli that'the pl 9 Lane 


Theatre through th influence of the fame royal 
patron. 


The ſucceſs was much greater than was ex- 

from a y written on ſo ſimple a 
plan, and with ſo antiquated, though ſo ex- 
etflent à motal, as the neceſſity of univerſal 
and impartial juſtice.—It had novelty at leaſt 
to recommend it: it was bold as well as 


hazardous in the poet, to introduce a ſcene 
where the man intruſted by his prince with 


_ 


ernment of a kingdom, makes uſe of 
egated power againſt the conſort of his 
royal maſter, and __ or to _ for an -o 
committed againſt his own wife. e-1 
jury on could 5 have been a more proper 
actor chofen for the part of Elmerick than 
Quin: unacquainted as he was with paſſion, 
and incapable to expreſs it, he always gave 
weight and dignity to ſentiment, by his on, 
voice, and action. b 
When Elmerick, in the ſollowing invoca- 
tion to Heaven, olfers up the queen to juſtice, 


the audience felt with awe the force of Quin's' 
elocution. l N 


5 o__ « Thou 


al 


— -* Yo 5 LE, 


A. 
a 


„ EumCN 2 Par 91 
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W ff, Thou; awful power, 'whoſe | ut tremendous 
oo“ 1 - 


en 10 2991UT% 2D 05 £7 d 

Rules heaven and earth While hell refiſto in vain ; 

Inexorably firm eternal juſti ce! 
Fearleſs I offer up this great delinquent, nick 
To you and to Iſmnena: deign t accept * 
No common ſacrifice, and may it prove * 
A ſolemn leſſon and a dreadful i 8 1 
T'inſtruct and to alarm a guilty world.” dong 


It is not generally known that Mr. Ham- 
mond eee hunt in the ſucceſs of * 
Rick; but I have authority from a gentleman, 
who ſtands foremoſt in the firſt claſs of living au- 
thors, to affirm that Mr. Hammond wrote the 
prologue and epilogue to that tragedy, and. 4 


; —_ appears from them, that the ſucceſs 


the play was not a matter. of indifference to. 
him; and it may farther be reaſonably ſuppo- 
ſed that his intereſt with the Prince of Wales. 
was employed to the advantage of ELMERICK.. 
I am perſuaded that 1 ſhall give pleaſure to 
the reader, by inſerting here theſe genuine pro- 
ductions of ſo elegant a writer as Mr. Ham- 
mond, who did not long ſurvive the generous. 
regard which he paid to the remains of LIT. 
The judgment paſt on the works of our àu- 
thor, by a man whoſe good taſte in literature 
has alway been unqueſtioned, will be a powerr 
ful ſanction of his worth, and more than, coun 1 
tet-balance the abſurd attacks of illiberal criti + 


cilm, 
cif? PRO- 


_ 


* * 
443 


zi TRR LITE Or 
PROLOGUR G RLMEAIC. 
„ Mr. Hammond. 


« NO laboured ſcenes to-night adorn our. tage, 
L11.Lo's plain ſenſe wou'd here the heart engage. 
He knew no art, no rule; but warmly thought 
From paſſions force, and as he felt he wrote. 
His BARNWEILU once no critieks teſt could bear, 
; Yet from each eye ſtill draws the natural tear. 
With generous candour hear his lateſt ſtrains, 
And let kind pity ſhelter his remains. 
Depreſt by want, afflicted by diſeaſe, | 

2 wrote, and dying wiſh'd to pleaſe, 
Oh may that wiſh be now humanely paid. 
And no-harſh critic vex his gentle ſhade. 
2Tas yours. his unſupported — ſave, 

And bid one laurel grace his humble grave.“ 


PEST 0.6 U.K 
<< YOU, who ſapreme o'er ev'ry work of Wy 


— 


In judgement here unaw'd, unbiaſs'd fit, 
The palatines and guardians of the pit; 
If to your minds this merely- modern play, 
No uſeful ſenſe, no gen'rous warmth convey 
If -fauſtian here, thro each unnat'ral ſcene, 
In ſtraig'd conceits ſound high, and nothing mean; 
If lofty dulneſs for your vengeance call; 
Log Elmerick judge, and let the guilty fall. 
Bat if ſimplicity, with force and fre, 


Valabour'd thoughts and artleſs words inſpire ; 


, 


wr  wH. bt ©» 3 


I, 


Mr. GEORGE LILLO. t 
f, like the adlion which theſe icencs relate, 

he whole appear, uregularly great; 

Ie maſter frokes the nobler pathons move, 

hen, like the king, acquit us, arid approve,” 


1 have” heard flom Roberts, an old come- 
lian, wha was well acquainted” with Mr. 
Lillo, that his tragedy of AxDEN or Fever - 
HAM Was written Before the year. 1735. How 
t came to lie dorthant” till, 1702, when, it was 
firſt acted in the ſummer ſeaſon, I have not 
een able to learn. I have already obſer- 
oed, that it was the fate of this ite to have 
We veral of his plays acted to diſadvantage. 
WARDEN is a ſtrong [inſtance of it; ſor ex- 
epting the principal character of the play, 


Which was acted with grear judgment | by 


ny friend Mr. Havard, we Cannot ſay that 
much juſtice was done to this pathetic tragedy 
by the actors. ren | 
The part of Alicia was given to a raw young 


Wactreſs, unacquainted with the ſtage, and ut- 


terly incapable of comprehending, much leſs of 


Wy repreſenting a character which required the 
ſtrongeſt expreſſion of violent and conflicting 


paſhons, _ os on: Gn a a 

The writer of The Companion to the The- 
atre, in the life of L1rLo, does juſtice to Ak- 
DEN, and ſpeaks with rapture of the effects 
produced by the repreſentation of it, but at the 
{ame time he has abſolutely omitted this tragedy 
in his Dictionary or Liſt of Plays, However it is 


certain 
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certain that Anpiny"thou much a aud 
was acted but one night rid 8 ppl ed, 


” Te. r A Wer order i not an 
improper ſubject for the ſtage, and ma 
Fn — e hag in which 
the paſſions o ; reven Dt 
luſt, of rage and pho ver: are 1 y and Fa L 
delineated. 1 5 
ut, perhaps, in adhering too , 
old — the writer has Nuten 28 or 
of advantages which he might have obtained by ha 
a ſlight deviation from them.—The poet ſays, th 


arc 'voluptatis cauſe, ſunt proxima urin. 


I think we may go yet farther, and venture to 
afßrm, that a probable ſtory, well contrived, 
and artfully conducted, will give more plea- 
ſure in dramatic „ than a too cloſe re- 
| preſentation of fact. 

Such actions as will not bear to be ſeen, 
may yet be related to advantage. Deteſted 
characters, 21 of. low villai ay, 
murderers and ns, ſhould be ſparingly in- 
troduced upon the ſtage, The diabolical mi- 
niſters of vengeance 


mould be juſt ſeen and 
diſmiſſed ; though they may be ſpoken of with 
propriety. An audience will not long endure 
their company. 

It is greatly to be ate diſh ſome friend 
of the author had not POR" to Mr, Garrick . 


toe 


e 


r 


. GEORGE LILLO. «ly 
to reviſe, E and amend this play; a few 
alterations by a gentleman Who is ſo great a 
judge of Dramatic Poetry, and who has often 
ſhewn his kill in reyiſiug plays with ſucceſo, 
would have FREY it a ting ravertuininene 
to the public. 

1 have now "niſhed.,; my — review of 
Licks s plays, and have little elſe to ad. 

Mr. Hammond more than inſinuated in his 
prologue to ELMRRICK, that LILITO died op- 
preſſed with want. The ſtory of his poverty 
103 deen propagated upon this reſpectable au- 

ority. 

But ſurely. it was not very credible, that a man 
who was in the practice of a reputable and gene- 
rally profitable. buſineſs, ſuch as the art of jewel - 
ling 1 who beſides, in the ſpace of ſeven years, 
had accumulated by his plays a ſum not much 
leſs than 8001, could poſſibly die ſurrounded 
with diſtreſs; eſpecially if we take into this ac- 
count, what was certainly true, that the man 
was very temperate, and addicted to no one 
vice or extravagance! 

By great good fortune I was direQed C0 
perſon, who has juſtified my doubts upon 
this matter, and has, very politely, furniſhed: 

me with ſome; materials which farcher u 
firate our author's chatacter. q 

This gentleman was formerly partner in the 
ſame 2 ſs with Mr. LILTO; he now lives 
at Chelſea, and in an advanced age has retired 
from the fatigues of buſineſs, 


From 


Ali DHE LIFE Of 


From him I learn, that GronGE LiIo 
was the fon of a Dutch jeweller, who married 
an Engliſh woman; that he was born ſonie- 
where near Moorſields, and brought up to his 
father's buſineſs ; that he himſelf was his part- 
ner in the fame trade ſeveral years; that LIII 
was a moſt valuable and amiable man; that in 
his moral conduct, and in the candbur, gene- 
roſity, and openneſs of his temper, he reſem- 
bled the character of I horowgood in his own | 
Bax N WEIL; that, ſo far from being poor, 
he died in very eaſy circumſtances, and rather 
in aſſluence than want; that he bequeathed 
ſeveral legacies, and left the bulk of his for- 
tune to Mr. John Underwood his nephew, in 
2 included an "eſtate of 601: per an- 
| mum ... } a> +:-4 % #9 +5. 371 2 
1 This ſtory of LIILo's diſtreſſed fortune, 

which Mr. Hammond inadvertently gave riſe to, 
and which has been believed” and repeated by 
others, may perhaps owe its riſe to a particula- 
rity in our author's conduct, which this gentle- 
man, his partner, communicated to me. 

Towards the latter patt of his life, Mr. 
LiLzo, whether from judgment or bumour, 


Fi; 


Mr. Underwood, a jeweller in the city, ſoh of Mr. 
John Uneerwood, favoured me with 4 ght cf Mr. Lifton 
will ; by: which it appezrs that befide+*the eſtate of 6009. 
Per annum bequeathed to Underwood the father, ſubſect to 
certaia payments to different petford; We died pbllæſſed of ſeve· 

, raleffedts by nometnvinconviddnabley eee 


deter- 


Mr. GEORGE LILLO. xlvii 
determined to put the ſincerity of his friends, 
who profeſſed a very high regard for him, to a 
trial. 79, TT | 1-44: rip 434+. ps +4 — 

In order to carry on this deſign, he put in 
practiſe an odd kind of ſtratagem; he aſked one 
of his intimate acquaintance to lend him à 
conſiderable ſum of money, and for this he de- 
elared that he would give no bond, nor any 
other ſecurity, except a note of his hand; the 
perſon to whom he applied, not liking the 
terms, civilly refuſed him. 

Soon after, LIIro met his nephew, Mr. 
Underwood, with whom he had been at vari- 
ance for ſome time; he put the ſame queſtion 
to him, deſiring him to lend him money upon 
the ſame terms. His nephew, either from a 
ſagacious apprehenſion of his uncle's real inten- 
tion, or from generoſity of ſpirit, immediately 
offered to comply with his 8 LitLo 
was ſo well pleaſed with this ready compliance 
of Mr. Underwood, that he immediately de- 
clared that he was fully ſatished with the love 
and regard that his nephew bore him; he was 
convinced that his friendſhip was entirely diſ- 
intereſted, and aſſured him that he ſhould reap 
the benefit ſuch generous behaviour deſerved. 
In conſequence of this promiſe, he bequeathed 
him the bulk of his fortune. 

I ſhould have obſerved that LIILO was #» 
Diſſenter, but not of that ſour caſt which diſtin- 
guiſhes ſome of our ſectaries. 


In 


n THE LIFE OF, Kc. 


In his perſon he was luſty, but not tall, of a 

pleaſing aſpect, though unhappily deprived of 
the ſight of one eye. 

I have no authority for putting the Life of 
SCANDERBEG among the works of LII Io 
It has been uſually bound up with his plays, 
and adyertiſed with the CHRISTIAN Hero, 
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0 be well deſcended, happy in your 
fortune, nobly allied, to be agree- 
able in your perſon, to have an un- 
derſtanding ſolid and extenſive, and a 
wit at once the moſt poignant, and yet 
the moſt innoffenſive and agreeable, may 
juſtly raiſe admirationand eſteem in others, 
as they diſtinguiſh you in ſo eminent a 
manner, and conſtitute your perſonal 
fred 


* 


But as it is that eaſy, graceful manner in 
which you enjoy them, that freedom from 
vanity, affectation or pride, which form 


5 . 


L 
; 


101T A910 
ly »; Net Jan das ins v2 
"DEDICATION. 
your real character ; ſo the uſe you make 
of your fortune, intereſt, and good ſenſe, 
renders them a general bleſſing to all who 
have the happineſs of being within che 
reach of their influence. 


MADAM, 

Your generoſity and condeſcenſion in 
permitting this addreſs, is an inftance of 
both, ſo much to my advantage, that I 
find it impoſſible to ſuppreſs either my 
pride, or gratitude, on this occaſion ; 
elpecially when I conſider that it is an 
honour, that many before have ſolicited 
in vain, 


That the converſation and friendſhip 
of 'a lady of your accompliſhments, 
ſhould be highly eſteemed by perſons of 
the firſt rank both for dignity and virtue 
(not to mention the Noble Lord to whom 
you are ſo happily allied) is no more a 
wonder, than that there ſhould be among 
the nobility, thoſe who are as eminent for 
DE. their 


DEDICATION. 


their good IE and vos a as their 
_ ſtations, © * / 


That you may ſtill continue the orna- 
ment of your own ſex and the admira- 
of ours, muſt be the ſincere wiſh of all 
who are any ways acquainted with your 
merit, but of none more than of, 


Your grateful and obliged 


Humble ſervant, 


GEORGE LILLO. 


* "ITE 
% — — — a a ES 


— 
* 
= 
@— 
| 
* m—_ 
a 
my 
6 
- 
e ˙ m ile ens ——2EÄAä˖ä2·uů — pe 1 


A4 A 
TABLE OF THE AIRS. 


AST L 


TH E man, ly foes ſurrounded, page 3 
7755 that ak his truft. 
. 8 wert are the j ; 
. By our weakne/s we 123 ods dectit. 


. Wounded by the firs ul fair, 
Strange tales ſome * — tell. | 8 
Neighbours all behold = with forrow, ibid. 
0 Whem cruel death does ſever; Hum, hum. 10 
While you negle# the living. 13 
» The oatlefolls of Landah.* | 15 
Hey ho! the man is mad, | I 
. Darkneſs and death no fear alarms. 18 
. The fair and yaung, who figh alone. 20 
. A feeble life, with pain began, 21 
So unkind, and ſo unwilling to receive me again. 23 
» The bark in tempeſts toſt. n 36 
Hou happy is that woman's life. 25 
My maſter's pimp and favourite too, 27 
. Charming loyely woman,] am in love with thee. 28 
„ oung Jam, and ſore afraid. 29 
Faint denying. 39 
O ou d wanton fancies move your 31 
ACT U. 


23. 2 night 9 no 2 
24, To love my wift, to bo wife. 
2 The 1 and bluſhing "7 15 

I ben tempting 1224 is the prize. 
27. Ah me! unhappy mai 
28, For our poultry and Meck a0 . break aur repoſe 
T% As 2 and uur wwe deſpiſe. 

OL, 


e 


1 
| 


| $ 5: The lovely blooming creature. 


A TABLE OF THE AIRS, 


30. Harmle/+ maids, of men beware. 
31. At table thus my maſter feeds. 

2. Be „Ar, and fly me. 
4 — 14 adorns the year. 


37. mart rhe Bee of ers 


38. The powerful law of nature. 

39. Free from confinement, and ftrife. 

40. Reign, Silvia, reign. 

41+ Since you deſpiſe my power. 
42. In wain,you florm, and threaten high. 
43. My rage is paſt conceiving. .__ 
44+. Where can gentle pity meet. | 
15 She vba, when ſhe'd pleaſe. 

46. Still tofigh, to pine, and languiſs, 


% 


ACT. 1H. 

47. When love, and ain deſpair. . 64 
48. On ome rock, by ſeas ſurrounded. 65 
49+ Ten happy maids, who never knew. 66 
50. 4 maid, tho beautiful and chaſte. 68 
51. Fhou canft do hoaſewife's work. 173 
52. O gracious heaven, lend a friendly ray. 76 
53. In vain, in vain I rove. 78 
54. He ſeiz'd the laſi, trembling all o er. 80 
$5: How kind wwas I us'd, ere this Lettice came here. 8 i 
56. Welcome endleſs grief. 8 

$7. Ces d you return her true and chaſte. ibid. 
58. - — and ſo 2. 84 
59. Kegard my tears, di ears. Gy 

60. 7 our heavieſt reſentment 272 me, let me hed. 
61. With pity, gracious heaven poſſe/i'd. 88 


62, Oh how beet. 94 


1 


na Sms 7, vw - © ©, eee 


Sir John Freeman, 


 Gaffer Gabble, 


ww = ww © = o& Xw a\pD9 ww GINA wo we = 


Jonathan, 


DrxamaTtis PERSON . 
MEN. 


Welford, 
Timothy Stitch, 


Ploughſhare, 


Sexton, 
| WOME N. 


Silvia, ; 
Dorothy Stitch, 
Lettice Stitch, 
Goody Buſy, 
Goody Gabble, 
Goody Coſti ve, 
Betty, 


Po 


E R R A T A 
VOL. I. 


In the Dramatis Perſone to Bannwzrir, for Witherbile 
e 184. J. 24. for 8. 
nor, 


; 


Y OL. I. 
—_— —— to the "FFI Counrosrry, for 
_— Wooburn read Wwodburn, p. 50. |. 41. 


S ; 


* | 22AP71 | 
* „ 


11 


SAA. TT NN GERT Y 


8 1 „ 3: 


OR. THE 2 
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ACT1. SCENE I. 
A Room in WiLrORD's Hauſe: 
WELFORD. 


ow, now's the very eriſis of our © -Y 
On this important hour depends the hap-' 
pineſs, or ruin, of my dear ind only child; 
and all myKuture peace. — Why am I thus and e 
The event muſt ſure be ha 75 I have long, with 
pleaſure, beheld their — 2 love. = The end of 
all my hopes and fears is near—This happy mar- 
riage will reſtore my long-loft peuce of mind After 
marriage, ſhou'd he prove falfe, or unkind— What 
means are left=-whar power on earth can do her 


juſtice then — Now my pains return! thus joy and. 
75 alternately 75 els my breuſt, * hope or 
fear provails,. 


AIR 


| 
. 
} 
| 
| 


fome 


= 1 LVTA; OR; 


„AIX I. (Since all the World's in Strife.) 


The man, by foes ſurrounded, 

* e with bimſelf at peace, 

. Dauntle/s, and unconfounded, 

£ Behold their rage increaſe. 
But oh ! the torturing pain, 
That racks his heart and brain, 
Who, hourly with himſelf at war, 
The foe does in his boſom bear. 
Shall this tempeſt in my breaſt 
Ber ceaſe, and I have reſt ? 
Eer ceaſe, and I have reſt ? 


SCENE I. 
WELFORD AND JONATHAN, 


WELFOR D. 
Jonathan, Sir John tarries long. 
| JONATHAN. 
That is not to be wonder'd at, when he is in ſuch 
— I know my maſter never thinks 
F fo happy as when he is with your fair 
daughter. | 
| WELFORD. 
Jonathan, I have obſery'd, of all Sir John's ſer- 


vants, that you, who, indeed, ſeem beſt to deſerve 


It, have the greateſt ſhare in his confidence and fa- 
vour : now you are not ignorant of my friendſhip 
for your maſter, nor of his pretenſions of love to 
my Silvia; both which muſt intereſt me nearly in 
every — Sw relates to him, I have lately heard 


ons on his conduct, that much alarm 
| me. 


* 
* D 
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me. You, if you will, can ſatisfy my doubts, 
without prejudice. to your own fidelity, or your 
maſter's honour. 


JONATHAN. 


Ay, dear Sir, I know that any diſcoveries which 
I might make to you, wou'd be as ſafg as in my 
own boſom, and all the uſe you wou'd make of 
'em, wou'd be to improve em, if poſſible, to my 
maſter's advantage, and not at all to my preju- 
dice, what a wicked cenſorious world do we live 
in! My maſter is certainly the moſt virtuous, ſober, 
modeſt gentleman in the country ; and, to ſay 
truth, we are a mighty regular family. For my 
part, I am daily edify'd by his good example. 

WELFORD. . 


This fellow mocks me. [Aide] The bufineſs 
of my farm, and the care of my flocks call me 
hence. Farewel. My beſt reſpects and ſervice to 


Sir John, 
| SCENE III. 


ONATHAN. 

Ha, ha, ha! apretty jeſt truly! diſcover my 
maſter's ſecrets for nothing !—when I'm ſo well paid 
for keeping 'em. 

AIR I. (Gami'orum.) 
The ſervant that betrays his truft, 
Who's imploy'd in ſearch of beauty, 
To his maſter and himſelf unjuſt, 
Has neither ſenſe nor duty. 
Priefts and lawyers, 2 the throng, 
Are well paid for their pratling ; 
What fool then wwou'd uſe his tongue, 
Who loſes by his tailing. = 
Gami=—"0rum, &c. [Exit hngag; 
B 2 SCEN 


mod d have gain'd your father's approbation. You 


4 SILVIA; OR, 
SCENE IV. 
Another Room in WtELrond's Houſe. 


SIR JOHN FREEMAN any SILVIA. 


SILVIA. 
Urge me no further I have faid too much. How 
have you drawn from me the fond confeflion ? 
SIR JOHN. 
M to ſay you wou'd obey your father! is 
that wr +4 = whole Lo ſpent in adora- 


7% C8 WM 
aſk, or what can I fay more? 
SIR JOHN. 


Can ardent love be fatisfied with duty ? You 
might have ſaid as much to any other man, who 


What can you 


have not yet, my charming fair, confeſs'd you love. 
SILVIA. 

Why will you preſs me to paſs the bounds of 

modeſty and prudence ? you know my father does 

_ $IR JOHN. 


Why than this needleſs caution and reſerve ? 


your cruel coldneſs chills me to the heart. You 
never felt love's animating fire; ſome other mo- 
tive, in which love has no part, muſt influence 
you to admit of my addreſſes. 

EO SILVIA, 

Your ſuſpicions are as undleſs as unkind. 
There may be men falſe, deſigning, cruel and ww 
75 4 Juſt, 


% 


8 
8 
8 
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|, who court and flatter only to deceive ; wou'd 
it be therefore juſt to charge the crimes of ſome on 
all? and; for your conſtant love, truth and fince- 
rity, return you dvubts;. ſuſpicions and unjuſt re- 
- proaches? There may bg women too, who, for 


. 


wealth or power, wou'd give their hands where - 


they refuſe their hearts. If you think me ſuch a one, 
for my ſake, and your own, deſiſt at once: for love, 
chat is not founded on eſteem, can never yield true 
ſatisfaction, or continue long. 

SIR JOHN. 

Pardon, my deareſt' Silvia, : fault, caus'd only 
by exceſs of love —Thou art fo great a bleſſing, 
'rwere prefumption to be too ſecure. Long we ſul- 
pect, and hardly are convinc'd that the treaſure, 
on which our happineſs depends,. ſhall ever be at- 


tzin'd, But now my feats are huſht, and all my 
doubts are fled. | ' 


AIR III. (Blithe Jock EY young and gay) 


Seveet are the joys 7 love, 

When doubts and fears are paſt : 
Sil. Virtue does love improve ; 

Truth makes it ever tat. 
Sir John. All virtues in thee ſbine. 
Sil. Whate'er I am is thine. 
Both. Hearts, thus united, prove 

Earth has no joy lize love. 


SIR JOHN. 

When love's fincere and conſtant, how does it 
bleſs and how improve mankind ? yet, ambitions 
flateſmen, and fooliſh meddling prieſts, wou'd bind 
in fetters the noble free-born paſſion. Vain at- 

| * B 3 tempt! 


6 LI As ON, 


tempt! — Marriage ne'er yet kindled a mutual 
flame, where it was not, but often has extinguiſh'd 
it where it was; love is itſelf its own ſecurity, and 
needs no other bonds. 


| SILVIA. 
This idle talk, this common-place raillery on 
marriage, I think, at any time is beſt omitted ; but 
- ſare, Sir John, tis moſt improper now. You can't 
expect that a maid, who is not weary of her con- 
dition, will take upon her the defence of a cauſe 
in which ſhe is not concern'd: yet, to pleaſure you, 
who, I preſume, delight to hear me talk, tho' 1 
thereby diſcover my own fimplicity, this I will 
fay, the world owes its order, kingdoms their 
peaceful regular ſucceſſion, and private families 
their domeſtick happineſs to marriage, 


$1R JOHN. 
The prejudice of education only makes you rea- 
fon thus. I muſt inſtruct you better. 
| SILVIA. 
Sir John, I underſtand you no. 


SIR JOHN. 

You ſhall join with me, by our example to con- 
vince the world, that love can ſubſiſt without the 
marriage tye. 

a SILVIA. 


Sir John Freeman, I have known you long, bred 
up under one roof from infancy together. I don't 
remember when I knew you not. The innocent 
friendſhip, contracted in our childhood, in you 
improv'd to love, or you have been a d 
times forſworn. If I have been deceiv'd, when 
may 


2200 << =» 


THE COUNTRY BURIAL. 7 


may a virgin ſafely believe a man? I wou'd not 
wrong your honour by unjuſt ſuſpicions but if 
you have abus'd me— + a 


SIR JOHN. 

If Tlove thee not, or if Lever ceaſe to love thee, 
may I become the moſt wretched and moſt accurſt of 
men may [—— | 

SILVIA. 

Imprecate no more, wave this diſcoyrſe, and I 
am ſatisfy'd. 

SIR JOHN. 

"Tis time, my Silvia, to compleat our joys. 
[Takes her by the hand.) You muſt now quit your 
father's humble roof, and ſhine with me. My 
wealth, great as it is, ſhall be exhauſted to ſup- 
port thy pleaſures. Love, only Love, ſhall be the 

rieſt to join us. Enjoyment ſhall be our marriage: 

he ftruggles.] Each day I ſhall a happy bride- 

room be, and you a bride. Mahomet's Paradiſe 
Mal be verify'd in us; and all our long lives ſhall 
be but one continued tranſport. 


SILVIA, 
Let go my hand, 


SIR JQHN, 

And leſt you ſhoy'd think I mean to deceive and 
to forſake you, no proud heireſs, that brings a pro- 
vince for her portion, ſhall be jointur'd as you ſhall 
be. Half my eſtate ſhall be ſettled on thee. 


SILVIA. 

With brutal force to compel me to hear thy hated 
propoſals, is ſuch inſolence.— Thy breath is blaſt 
ing, and thy touch U Oh that my ſtrength 

4 was 


— 5 2 V'% - wht ICT - 4 


% 


ry 
ual to __ 0 


2 OR, 


ve my hand a 
— 


for my 


* We 
Stay, my charming angry fair, and hear me 
; | | * | 


$1LVIA. 


Wou'd I had never heard you. Oh that twere 
poſſible to fly where I mi ag —— hear the voice of 


- mankind more — What, ice on my immor- 


tal ſoul and ſpotleſs "EY now, thou ungene- 


vous man, I ne'er was influenced by thy wealth to 


hearken to thy vows ; for notwithſtanding my hum- 
ble birth, and fortune, Jever ſcorn'd ric — when 
compar'd to love, as now I do love and thee, com- 
d to virtue. She, ho capitulates on terms 
the theſe, confeſſes an equivalent may be had for 
innocence and fame, and thereby — both. 


AIR VV. (Tweed Side.) 
B our weatne/s we help the deceit, 
eur virtue we balance with gold. 
wi diſhonour” propos d, if we treat, 
We're to ruin and infamy 


The bird, that beholds the Ina res laid, 


Ter prefumptuouſly plays with the bait, 
By its — . and folly betray'd, 
and grows wier too late. 


SCENE V. 
8. R JOHN FREEMAN. 


SCENE 


# # 
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SCENE VI. 
SIR JOHN FREEMAN axy JONATHAN, 
JONATHAN. 
Sir, 
SIR JOHN. 
Order the groom to bring the horſes to the gate.. 


SCENE VI. 
SIR JOHN FREEMAN. 

Thave made a bold, but unſucceſsful attempt, 
and by it, perhaps, have loſt her for ever—perhaps 
not. - I wou'd fain ſee her once more, methinks. — 
And yet there 1s but little likelihood of our coming 
to an agreement. I am refolv'd never to marry ; 
and ſhe ſeems as much refolv'd never to comply. 
without it. Whatever is the meaning of it, Ind 
myſelf more aſham'd than angry at the drſappoint- - 
ment; tho? tis certain that I never did, nor ever 
can, love any other woman half ſo well. I feel a. 
ſtrange palpitation here [ Sighing.] Lam not ſure 
that I don't like her the better for refuſing me 
am ſure of nothing - but that I won't marry I muſt 
e' en have recourte to the general remedy in thefe- 


caſes, a leſs ſcrupulous female. For tho” that won't 


remove the cauſe, yet it is an admirable opiate, 
and relieves the ſymptoms to a miracle. 


AIR V. (Charming 1s your Face.) 
Wounded by. the ſcornful fair, 
Since ſbe dooms me to deſpair, 
Let me fly to feek for reſt 
Or ſome ſofter gentler breaft, 
Whoſe free 1 orms enflave, 
But kindly heals the wounds fhe gave. 
| SCENE 


ve n n W  - 7 __ = o 8 
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SCENE VII. 


| A Country Village. 

The Funeral attended by TimoTnuy STiTCH as 
chief Mourner, LeTTiCe, PLouGHSHARE, Gar- 
FER GAB, Goopy Busy, Goopy GaBBLE, 
Goopy CosTive, Cc. creſet the Stage. The 
Sexton remains. | 

SEXTON. 
A very pretty fancy this of being buried in her 


cloaths. If it were once a faſhion, a ſexton might 
t as much as an overſeer of the poor. Every man 
is for making the moſt of his place. But then there 
is no compariſon between ſtarving the living and 
robbing the dead, for what ſhou'd dead folks do 
with cloaths ?—— But the truth of it is, in theſe 
healthy countries the poor live ſo ſhamefully long 
thatpariſh officers get little now, beſides good eat- 
ing and drinking. But I have heard that formerly 
ſuch as were paſt their labour uſed to be provided 
for at the 4 9m of the ſherif— For then, if 
+ perſons were likely to become chargeable to the 
pariſh, the whole neighbourhood wou'd ſwear that 
they were witches or wizards ; and ſo they were 
decently hang'd up to ſave charges. But in Lon- 
„don, and other your great towns, an induſtrious 
man of my buſineſs may make a good penny of it | 
ſall-for there they beat bodies and all, but here 
we re forc'd to let them rot in their graves, becauſe 
we can't tell what elſe to do with them. 


AIR 
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AIR VI. (There was ajovial Beggar-man.) 
Strange tales ſome lying travellers tell, 


How men on men have ed; 


Of public ſhambles, where they ſell 
For food their friends when dead. 
T he moral of the fable thus 


Men, that are wiſe, unfold ; 


No matter ſo you fill your 775 
To living and dead be fold 


SCENE IX 


4A Church Tard. 


DoxoTuy STITCH in the Grave; TimoTuY 
STITCH, PLOUGHSHARE, GarFerR Gass, 
LeTTicz, Goopy Busy, Goopy GaBBLE, 
Goopy CosT1ve, SEXTON, &c. 


AIR VII (Bell chimes) 


Tim. Neighbours all, behold with forrow, 
Whereunto we all muſt come; 
As ſhe to-day, Jo we to-morrow 
May arrive at our long home. 


G. BUSY. 


Ah, poor Dorothy Stitch! Reſt her ſoul! She 
was the haudſomeſt woman in all our pariſh. But 
beauty is but ſkin deep, as the ſaying is; and you 
ſee, neighbours, what we muſt all come to. 


TIMOTHY. 
Oh, my dear wife! my dear wife! 
LETTICE. 
Oh, my dear mother! my dear mother ! | 
PLOUGH-»- 
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0 PLOUGHSHARE. 
2 ery ſo, Lettice; you'll ſpoil your pretty 
K LETTICE. 
What's that to you? 
PLOUGHSHARE., 
"Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch! 


| LETTIe E. 
So it is, Mr. Ned Ploughſhare. I ben't afraid of 
your telling my mother now. [ Goes from bim. 
| G. BUSY. 


_ Good Timothy Stitch, don't take on ſo. We 
did not all come 5 nor muſt we all go toge- 
ther; and our lols is her gain, as we know, 


neighbours. Ys 
OMNES. 
Ay, ay, to be ſure. 
| G. BUSY. 


Since we muſt live by the living, and not by the 
dead, you ought to thank heaven, and be contented, 
AIR VIE. (Oh, ho, I've loſt my love.) 

Tim. Whom cruel death does ſever, Hum, hum. 
Dreadfulthought ! they part forever. Hum, hum. 


G. Buſy. Yet herein fill fortune kind is, Fara-lall. 
3 When one gone, more left behind is, Tara- lall. 


A poor woman, who has loſt one haſband, and | 


is unprovided of another, has, indeed, cauſe enough 
of grief. For tho? ſhe be ever ſo much afraid to 


he alone, ſhe can't, for very ſhame, aſk a man to 
be her bed-fellow. vg 8 N (3, 
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G. GAB BLE. 
Ay, ay, tis very true, Goody Buſy; tho' "is, 
indeed, a very hard caſe. But neighbour Stitch, 
here, need but aſk and have. 


G. BUSY, 
She is in the right of it. Timothy Stitch, weall 
know what a good huſband you was to your laſt 
wife. Here's Goody Coſtive herſelf is a widow. 


But I ſay no more; ſpare to ſpeak, and ſpare to 
ſpeed, all the world over. 


AIR IX. | (John of Bow.) 


PPloughſhare. While you neglect the living, 
For the yo thus grievings 
Your ſorrows are encreat d. 
oy to ſlight for anguiſh, 
N _ Jaxguih , 
ts 2 at a feaſt. 
Yau well deſerve 
To pine and flarve, 
Who eat not when you may: 
Each woman right, 
Or dull, or bright, 
Can give delight ; 
For, in the night, 


Sure c r ans, wil 


TIMOTHY. 


How cou'd you name another wife to me ? where 
{hall I find another like my firſt? Twenty winters 
did we live in love together, and never quarrell'd 
once in all our lives, 


. BUSY, 


onA OB, 
0. BUSY. 


What he ſays is very true, neighbours ; but he 
may thank himſelf for that. For let her ſay or do 
whatever ſhe wou'd, he wou'd never quarrel with 
her. Not but that the woman was a very good 
woman in the main. 


OMNES. | 
Yes, yes; a very good woman in the main. 
G. GABBLE, 
Tho' I can't but ſay ſhe had an ugly way with 
her, of abuſing every body. 
G, COSTIVE., 


Ay, ay; we all know that ſhe was the greateſt 
fold in the pariſh. 
8. GABBLE. 
And that ſhe ſwore like a trooper. 


G. COSTIVE. | 
And then ſhe wou'd run in every body's debt, 
and pay nobody, by her good-will; —as it ſhe had 
been a gentlewoman. : 
G. BUSY, 
Yet, for all that, the woman was a good woman 
in the main. 
OMNES.. 
Oyes! avery good woman in the main. 
G. BUSY, 
Tho! ſhe was proud. 
e wg G. GABBLE, 
And lazy. 
G. COS TIVE. 
And thieviſh. 


FIRST 


\ 
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FIRST WOMAN. 
And impudent. | 
SECOND WOMAN. 
And whoriſh. 
| THIRD WOMAN. 
But, above all, a ſad drunkard. 
G. CABBLE. 


Ah, poor creature! that was her death, fot we 
all know ſhe died in her drink. 
G. COSTIVE, 
Ah, poor ſoul! we all lov'd her, to be ſure; and 
wou'd not ſpeak any harm of her for the world. 
G. BUSY. | 
Oh, no! to be ſure; for it wou'd be a wicked 
thing of us to ſpeak ill of the dead, that cannot 


anſwer for themſelves. 


GAFFER CGABBLE, 
O yes; a very wicked thing, to be ſure. Tho' 
they do ſay it is all the faſhion in London; the 
more ſhame for *em, I thank. 


AIR X. (Hunt the Squirrel.) 


G. Buſy. The gentlefolks of London, 
Infamy ſcattering, 
Neighbours beſpattering, 


Care not who are undone, 


But blaſt beth living and dead. 


Gaff. Gab. On high and bw 
T hey ſcandal throw : 


ou d 


5 
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* 


Wou'd you the reaſon find ? 
Tis, cauſe they fear 
Themſelves appear 
The worſt of human kind. 


The moon is rifing, tis time to be going home. 
Let the Sexton fill up the grave, 
TIMOTHY. 

Let the grave remain uncover'd ; I'll take care 

of that: for here I mean to tarry till the morning. 


Neighbours, I thank you all: Adieu.—I wiſh you 


well to your ſeveral homes.—Good night. 
 GAFFER GABBLE. 
Stay here in the cold church-yard all night, witk 
«thy dead wife !—Why, you are diſtracted, ſurely. 
G. GABBLE. 
If he ben't, that were enough to make him ſo. 
| TIMOTHY. 
"Nay, never go about to perſuade me, for here 1 


-wallſtay, come life, come death. Therefore, neigh- 


*ours, all go home and leave me to myſelf. 
AIR XI. (Hey ho! who's above,) 


_ Gaff. Gab. Hey ho! the man is mad! 


G. Buly.  Troth, if be is not, he's as bad. 
Gaff. Gab. Then Ir die, ere morning, too I fear. 


G. Buſy. Leave of thy fooling, and don't Hay here. 

Tim. 6 b. „ 0. ö 

Gaff. Ga 

G. Buſy. w why? 

Tim. 4 drather flay bert with my Dolly, and dic. 
. BUSY. 
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G. BUSY. 

This is the ſtrangeſt wagary, to pretend to 
here with his wiſe "anon hav ep when there 
are fo ſe men who care for their wives company, 
while they are alive 

- TIMOTHY. 

My reſolution may ſeem ſtranger than it is; I 
will therefore tell you the reaſon of it. Some time 
ago, my wife was very fick (thatcurſed geneva often 
made her ſo) then I fell fick with grief, but ſhe 
ſoon recov „ recover'd too. On this occaſion, 
ſhe told me, it I dy'd firſt, that ſhe ſhould break 
her heart. Vet, me is dead, and I, hard hearted 
and ungrateful wretch, am here alive to ſpeak it. 

þ G. BUSY, 

Poor heart! he weeps like any rainy day. But, 
good Timothy, go on with your tale. 

5 TIMOTHY, 

Let me but dry my eyes, and then I will. She 
ſaid that ſhe had heard. of people that had been bu- 
ried alive, and being [troubled with fits, thought, 
perhaps, that might be her caſe. 

G. COSTIVE., 


Ay, ay; we all know what fort of fits ſhe was 
troubled withal—But, mum for that. [Aae 
TIMOTHY, 5 

And deſir'd me, if Lout-liv'd her, to let her be 
buried in her beſt cloaths, and to watch the grave 
he fitſt night all alone, nor to let the body be cover: d 
till the morning. I promis 'd to grant her requeſt, 
and now will SS my ward. Nay, tho) the 
ghoſts of all-thoſe- whole 'bodtes\have been buried 
Vo. I. C here 


a 


* 
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here, ſhould riſe to drive me hence, I wou'd not 
leave the place till morning. 

G. BUSY. 


O terrible! I ſhake like an old barn in a windy 
day, to hear him talk of it. 


AIR XII. (OhthatTwas, and I wiſh that I were.) 


Tim. Darkneſs and death no fear alarms, 
| In them who light and life deſpiſe. 
Will life reftore her to my arms, 
Or light reveal her to my eyes ? 
Then, Oh that I were, and I wiſh that I were 
In the cold grave where my true love lies, 


G. GABBLE. 
This is downright madneſs. 
LT GAFFER GABBLE, 


* And we ſhall be as mad as he, to let him have 


his will. Therefore, fince perſuaſion won't on; 
force muſt, 


 _OMNES, 
* Ay, ay; let us carry him home by force. 
GAFFER GABB LE. i 
Here, ſome of you help to hold him, while others 
all up the grave. f 
TIMOTHY... 


Hold, hold, neighbours, and hear me ** if 

ou fill up the grave, and force me hence before 1 

ve perform'd my promiſe, I will never eat, drink, 
or ſleep more. 


LE T TIC. 
Oh dear! why that will be the death of him. 


BY o. 0 08- 
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G. COSTIVE, 
To be ſure. 
GAFFER GABBLE, 
Nay, then I'll have no hand it. 
| CG.GABRBLE, 
Nor I. 
G, COSTIVE, 
Nor I. ' 
| io 0. BUSY. 
Perhaps we may bring ourſelves into trouble 
about it, ' g 
G6. GABBLE:; 
I think we are in a worſe quandary now than we 
were before, < 
| 6. COSTIVE. 
What muſt we do in this caſe? 
| Go BUSY, 
Pray you now hear me ſpeak, 
OMNES, 
Ay, ay, letus hear Goody Buſy ſpeak. 
| G. COSTIVE., | 
Ay, ay, ſhe's a notable woman, and a midwife, 
and knows what's fit, as well as any woman in the 
pariſh, 
Ge BUSY. 
I fay it is dangerous playing with edg'd tools 
WM Fore ought _ as — — be mh by—and 
it is ill — between a man and his wife and 


eve nnn Wk 
138 n | the 
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the will of the dead ought to be perform'd. —There- 
fore let us leave him to keep his promiſe to his wife, 
- GC. COSTIVE., 
Ah, dear heart! there are not many like him, 
More is the pity. 


OMNES. 
Good night, Timothy. Heaven preſerve you! 
good night. * 
LETTI CE. 


O my dear father! my dear father! let me ſtay 
wich you. 
TIMOTHY, 


No body ſhall tay with me. Lettice, be a — 
Zirl, and go home. 1 22 ber. 
 _PLOUGHSHARE.' 
Come, you will let me lead you home, ſure, 
LIT TrTer. 


No ſure, but I won't. I'll have not 1 fay 


to you, nor ſhall you have any thing to 

me. My father won't -make me — you, for he 
always ug d to ſay that ĩt was pity a .good-natur'd 
girl ſhould be fore'd. 


AIR XH. (The Bells hall ring.) 


Gaff. Gab. The fair and young <vbo figh alone, 
Yet are ftill de 
Were hajſbands es conflant grown, 
; eu d be more complying. 
6. Buſy. 'Prifs, iCis, Sue, 'Marg'ry and Nan, 
| By themorning early, | 
3 With usfbull cometo'theartheman, - 
1 * lewd bis wife ſincerely. 


Chorus. 


a« JI a „! Allows. Cos Meh a ec. . 
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Chorus, T he bells muſt-ring, 
And the clerk mult fing, 
And the good old wives muſt wind us, 
You and1, 
And all muſt die, 
And leave this world bebind us. 


SCENE X. 


TIMOTHY, 

Now from the fields the, labourers homeward 
go; each one to kiſs his wife, with ſweet content. 
A good warm ſupper, and a loving ſpouſe, make 
his houſe bleſt as mine, while Doll lived. My 
houſe is now like the forſaken barn, where the blind 
howlet perches all the day.— The open air, cold 
ground, on which I fit, with none to talk to but the. 
ſpeechleſs dead, is all my comfort now. I hate my 
own warm thatch, flock- bed and neighbour's chat, 
ſince Dolly, the flower of all my joys, is gone. 
Oh, how wretched is the tate of man! 


AIR XIV. (The State of Man.) 
A feeble life with pain began, 
Expo d to great and numerous woes : 
Such is the infant ftate of man, 
And with his ftrength his ſorrow grows. 
Till his ſhort yet tedious glaſe be run; 
T hen he end; with grief, who with pain begun. 


DOROTHY. , 
[Groans in the grave. 
TIMOTHY, 


Mercy on me!—what noiſe was that? - Sure I 
heard ſomething, — I think I did—perhaps I may 
| C 3 hear 


Oh! 
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hear it again No, no— nothing at all.— All is ſtill 
It was only my fancy. I'll return to my poſt. 
—[ Dolly upright in the grave] O dear, O dear! 
what can be the meanin this! why do you 
frighten a body ſo ?—Was I not a huſband to 
you while living, and am I not orming my pro- 
miſe to you now you are dead? Why don't you 
lie ſtill in your grave = What is't you'd have? 
DOROTHY. ; 
Hickup Not a drop more if you love me. 
TIMOTHY. 
It moves—and talks — What will become of me? 
| DOROTHY. 


Tm very cold. — Where am I?—Sure this is a 


church-yard.— This is a grave too. How came 1 
here ? 


pet F TIMOTHY. 
DO dear, O dear! 
DOROTHY, | 
Who's that! Timothy Come, help me out. 
TIMOTHY. 


No, I thank you, you are dead, and a grave is 
the fitteſt place for vg | | 


DOROTHY. 

I don't believe that.— How came I dead! 
27 ; TIMOTHY. 

Why you dy'd with drinking, and was buried 
to-night. 
. DOROTHY. 

I don't know any-thing of the matter ; but, if 
I was dead, I am alive again. 


TIMOTHY, 
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TIMOTHY, 

I wiſh you were, 

DOROTHY. 

I tell you I am. Come hither and feel me. If 
you wou'd but feel me once, you wou'd be ſa- 
tisfy'd. | 
TIMOTHY. . 

She was always given to lying! dare not truſt 
her.—Yet if ſhe ſhou'd be alive again - I have a 


good mind to venture. [ Afide, going towards the 


grave. ]—Oh, ſhe has me, ſhe has me ! 


DOROTHY. 

The devil have you for a cowardly, cabbaging 
rogue as you are, — What, are you afraid of your 
own wife, firrah ? | 

TIMOTHY. 

Nay, now I am ſure tis my Dolly herſelf, and 
alive. My dear, dear jewel, don't be angry. It 
was only my fear. | | 

DOROTHY. | 

Yes, yes, you wou'd have had me dead; You 

were only afraid I ſhou'd be alive again. 


AIR XV. (The 23d of April.) 


So unkind, and fo unwilling to receive me again. 


Tim. Te my heart the bloods thrilling, to hear thee com- 


plain. 
Dol. Will you love me? 
Tim, For ever. 
; Can you doubt me ? 
Dol. No never. 
Amb. Oh the plealure and pain! 


C 4 | DORO- 
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Pve had a ſtrange eſcape! If you hadn't tay'd 
here, where ſhou'd thave been by this time! I can't 
tell indeed”; but I believe tis better as it is. 

| TIMOTHY. 

O my dear, how can you ſuſpe&t my love? I had 
rather have thee again than be lord of the manor. 

825 DOROTHY. 
I wou'd not forſake my Timothy, to be made a 
lady. r 

Will you go home wich me, and love, and live 
in ; and drink no more drams, to fright 
me o? 

' * DOROTHY. 

Are you as glad as you ſeem to be? are you 
willing to take me again ? e 
AIR XVI. (Live inthe Town of Lynn.) 
aw 4 4 The bark in tempeſt: toſt, 

4 Will the deſpairing crew 
Land on ſome unexpected coaſt ? 

RENT | marry, and thank you too. 
The maid who dreamt by night 
Sb' had left her love fo true, 
| Will de awake to him and light ? 
Tim, Ay marry, and thank you 100. 
O thou art my happy coaft ; 
Dol. Aud thou art my lowe ſo true 
Tim. Return my jey; 
Dol. Tale me late lo; 
Amb. Ay marry, and thank you too. 


SCENE 


- 


— 
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LITT Ie. 

Mercy on me! I'm frighten'd out of my wits ! 
I dropt the company — home, and came back 
again to ſee how my father did, and, as ſure as 
any thing, I ſaw my mother's. ghoſt go over. the 
ſtyle ; and but that I know that my father's alive 
and here, I cou'd have ſworn that I had ſeen has 
too. — What ſhall I do ? My father will be very an- 
gry if he ſhou'd know that I am here; and yet! 
muft fpeak to him. father; father ! —Blefs me, he 
is not here. I'm frightewd worſe now than I was 
before. Sure he is not fallen into my mother's 
7 The moon ſhines fo directly into it, that 

can ſee him if he be. | looks into the grave, and 
forieks.] Dear, dear! there's neither father nor 
mother !—But let me think a little. — If my mother 
ſhou'd be alive, after all.— Ay marry, that wou'd 
fright me worſe than ſeeing twenty g for ſhe ll 
force me to marry Ned Ploughſhare. I hate work, 

verty and confinement ; and if I marry him, I 

have all three, 


AIR XVI. (As I ſat at my ſpinning Wheel.) 


How happy is that woman's life, 

Who, fair and free, has wealth in ftore ! 
But ab, how wretched is the wift, 

That's doon'd to work, and ftill be poor : 
To waſh, to brew, to card or reel, 


Or fill to turn the ſpinning wheel ? 


SCENE 


„rer A OR, 
SCENE XL. 


SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, au D LETTICE. 


JONATHAN. 

Sir, you may be as merry as you pleaſe withmy 
cowardice, but I think fill we had better have 
kept on our horſes backs, and have ventur'd our 
necks thro* the ſloughs, than to have come thro? 
- this plaguy church-yard at this time o'th' night. 

SIR JOHN. 
Ha, ha, ha! —What, you're afraid of the dead? 

» JONATHAN 

I don't like their company.— Ah, laud, a ghoſt, 
à ghoſt! 

„ | SIR JOHN. 
Get up, you cowardly raſcal, or— 

_ JONATHAN. . Me 

Q dear Sir, I can't, can't, Im frighten'd to death. 
: SIR JOHN. 

Nay, if that be the caſe—you, and the ghoſt, if 
there be one, may be better acquainted preſently. 
PI not ſpoil good company. Farewel. 

, | JONATHAN. | 

O lud, that's worſe than t'other. Pray don't 
leave me, and I will get up. 

SIR JOHN, 


Sure this fellow's folly has infected me too; for 
T think I fee ſome body yonder in white. — Take 
your hands from before your eyes, you dog, or I'll 
cut em off. 


3 J ON A- 
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JONATHAN. 

I will, I will. —O dear, dear fir, there tis again. 

* SIR JOHN. 

Ceaſe your impertinence, you puppy, and let us 
obſerve it. It ſeems to me to be a woman; if ſo, 


ſhe muſt be in diſtreſs. P11 go and ſpeak to her. 


JONATHAN, | 
O dear fir, don't offer it. Tis certainly the 
devil, who knowing your conſtitution, has turn'd 


himſelf into this ſnape, on purpoſe to draw you 
into his clutches. x 


SIR JOHN. | 

Away, fool. ICs 10 her. 
0 JONATHAN, 

Poor Sir John !—Poor Jonathan! When the de- 
vil has run away with the whore-maſter, what will 
become of the pimp! I have follow'd this maſter 
of mine to the devil, and there will leave him to 
go the reſt of his journey with his new acquaint- 
ance, and try to repent and fave one. 


AIR XVIII. (The Oxfordſhire Tragedy.) "= 
My maſter's pimp and favourite too, 
In liv'ry dreſs of various hue, 


In wanton pride my days Ive ſpent, 
But now, alas! I muſt repent. 


Methinks I do it very ſcurvily. If I was ſure I 
was out of the devil's reach now, I am afraid the 
remembrance of my paſt fins wou'd give me more 
pleaſure than pain. And now I look again, it 
does not appear ſo frightful as it did. They are 
very cloſe, - My maſter has it by the hand. If it 

ſhou'd 
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ſhou'd be a woman after all—as it certainly is—1 
have. made a ſine piece of work on't truly. Now 
wall they ſtrike up a bargain without me, and I 
ſhall loſe my fee for extraordinary ſervices, my 
place as pimp in ordinary, and my reputation tor 
ever. Ay, ay, tis ſo— thus it goes. 


AIR XX. (Youloveand I love.) 
Inaman's voice. —— Iam in love 


with thee ; 
Ina woman's. Nay fr, piſhfir, fye fir, ſure that nc er 
can be, | 
In a man's. You're fo fair and charming, 
Ina woman's. You're fo kind and free, 
Alternatively. You love, and I love, and you love, 
6 Aud 1 am in love with thee. 


. They are at it ſtill. He palms her, ſhe ſuffers 
it; he ſwears, ſhe lies; he ſtorms, ſhe yields ; 
Victoria, Victoria, huzza! 

SIR JOHN, 
FT fee and pity your diſtreſs; but, unleſs you 
covſent to go along with me, how can I relieve 


you? 
LBTTICE. LC. 

O dear fir, you are the kindeſt „I ſhall 
never have it in my power to make you amends. 
ne SIR JOHN, 
To ſerve any perſon in diſtreſs, much more a 
woman, rewards itſelf. And if you are but half 
© kind as you are fair, you'll always have it in 


. power to lay me under the greateſt obligations 


LE T- 
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LETTICE. 

I don't know what you mean by that, but I ſhall 
be very willing to be inſtructed, for I bate-ingrati- 
tude. 

| 8 IR 1 O HN. 

I hope you are ſingle, for it is a principle with 
me, never to aſk any favour of a married woman. 
For he who pays his liberty for a woman, deſerves 
to have her to himſelf. 


LETTICE. 

Nay, for that matter, I think the fools that are 
married are fit ſor nobody but one another. For 
my part, I do, and always did, hate the thoughts 

a huſband. 
SIR JOHN, 

The moſt beautiful woman, with the beſt natur'd 
principles, that ever I met with in the whole courſe 
of my life. | 
| LETTICE. 

How he ſqueezes my hand! I underſtand him. 
—He is a fine gentleman. — But I muſt not ſeem too 
forward neither. [ Aide. 


AIR XX. (Voung I am, and yet ankkill'd.). 


Young Ian, and fore afraid : 
Will you hurt a harmle/s maid ? 

dn this place I fear to lay, 

Fear with you to go away. 

Tell me, hind fir, tell me true, 

What you will, and I muft do: 
How fhall T ſay, Yes or no ? 

Can I ftay, can I ftay,' or tare I you? 


AIR 


rern OR, * 


AIR XXI. (Flocks are ſporting.) 


Sir John. Faint denying 
's balf complying ; 
Whey the ftrife tæui xt love and ſhame 


ans the fire 


Of fie 
the fire - - 
Of 4 
Vill it _ the lover's flame, 


Till it crowns the lover” flame. 


| JONATHAN. 
What ſhou'd you be afraid of, madam? If you 
and my maſter ſhou'd break a commandment toge- 
ther, there's no manner of harm done; for Sir John 
has a right to fin ſcot free himſelf, and make his 
neighbours pay For it, as he's a juſtice of peace. 


LETTICE. 


A juſtice o* peace! O dear, I'm fo afraid now 


that my father ſhould come and ſpoil my fortune. 


La 
| JONATHAN. 
"ow up, fir, and1 warrant we carry her off be- 
twixt us. | 
8 IR JOHN. 
But what ſhall we do with her? let us get off a 
as we can, for it is certainly the devil, * 
knowing my conſtitution, aſſumes this ſha 
the moſt ly way to draw me into his clu 


JONATHAN, 


e his . | [ Afidr, 


SIR 
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f SIR JOHN, | 
Give me leave to lead you to the ſtyle at the end 
of the church- yard, where my horſes wait, and 
then— 
JONATHAN, 
Mount, whip, ſpur andaway. Ha, fir! 
'LETTICE.. 


O dear fir! —What am I doing? whither am I 
going ? well, well, carry me where you will, and 

o with me what you pleaſe, for ſure you are a civil 
gentleman. 


AIR XXII. {Once I lov'd a charming Creature.) 


O Shou d wanton fancies move you, 
Should you prove a naughty man, 
1 ſhall think you newer lo d me; 
1 fball hate you ——if I can. 

But for my down, down, derry down, 
But for my down, down, derry down. 
Sir John. Shou'd your charming beauty move me, 
| Tn but prove that I'm a man. 


You 


ud believe I better loud you : 

| ry, then hate me if you can. 

Jon, T hen for her down, down, derry downs ' 
Hey for her down, down, derry down. 


— 


9 y * 4 EN Mo +4. 4.4 ao 7 4 1 
1 D D ; 


Vretched maid, like me by love undone, has choſe 
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ACT A SCENE I, 
| A Grove. 
SILVIA, 


AIR ' XXII. (O che charmiog Month of May.) 
| IJLENT wpight yields no repeſe, 
> Silent night my anguiſh know: e 
And the gay morning, 
New returning, 
* Only lights me to neu woes. 
Tim. within. Only lights me to nexw woes. 
Sil. Silent night yields no repoſe. 
Tim. within. Sent night yield; no'repoſe. 
| SILVIA. 


Sure echo'ʒ 1 with my ſorrows, 
that thus e UHwells upon the plaintive ſound. 
Tim. within. Silent gight yields no repoſe. 
: SILVIA. 
Ha, this is { ing more! perhaps ſome 


yon gloomy thicket to complain in; and kindly 
Joins her athizing notes with mine. I'll try 
again, 


Long muſt I this torture bear, 
Long muſt I love and deſpair ; 
What life denies us 

Death ſupplies us ; 

Friendly death, come end my care. 
Tim. within. Friendly death, come end my care. 


Sil. Long muft I this torture bear. 
Tim. Long uſt I, &c. = 
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It ſeems indeed the volte of one complaining 3; 
but one of that falſe, deceitful ſex; which only 
ſeems unhappy, when itwou'd make ours ſo indeed. 
Perhaps ſome buſy prying wretch has ſtole, un- 
needed, on my ſorrows, and with ſcortitul repeti- 
tions mocks my teal wets, 


SCENE I. 
TIMOTHY. axvd SILVIA. 


TIMOTHY. 


Forgive, fair maid, an unhappy man, who has 
wandered all the lohg night, not knowing where 
he went, nor where to go. Tir'd with my mi- 
ſery and fruitleſs labour, unable to go farther, I 
laid me down in yonder thicket to complain. But, 
hearing your voice, I have with much difficul 
crept hither to enquire of you after my loft daugh- 


ter; as F fiiuſt of all I meet, Gill I have found 
her. 


SILVIA, 

Is it a child you have loſt ? 

TIMOTHY. 

A dearly beloved atid loving child. 

SILVIA, 

That is a loſs indeed. 

TIMOTHY. 

My wife was buried laſt nigke, and came to life 
again, and while I went home with her, my daugh- 
ter was carried away. 

SILVIA. 

Your ſtory's very * 


Vor. I. Ti#or Hr. 
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TIMOTHY. 
But very true. | 


SILVIA. 


I only. ſaid that it was ſtrange, not that it was 
not true. I have heard of peo *.* who, ſeeming 


to be dead, have yet reviv d. 


hat may have — 
her caſe. 


6 TIMOTHY. 

I cant't tell—It may be ſo—My daughter i; 
about your age, but not ſo tall have you heard 
of any duch perſon ? 

SILVIA, 

No, indeed. 


TIMOTHY, 


She's loſt for ever, and I am the moſt miſerab!: 
man in the world. 


AIR XXIV. (Parſon upon Dorothy.) 


To love my wife, to loſe my wwiſe, 
To find my ak W od þ 
Was peace and firife, 
Was death and lift, 
Vat pleaſure and was pain. 
Tz hopes, and fears, 
In fmiles, and tears, 
Our days inconftant flow ; 
But no end 1 fee © 
5 4 my miſery, 
Since fortune proves my fe. 
SILVIA. 


You ap mud "peg eons much _ than it 


1s; for, f be virtuous and ſhe will 
iind the 4 to return. ** 


2 Tiuor nr. 


it 


Il 
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TIMOTHY. 


She may be kept by force. She's very handſome —- 
What may ſhe not beforc'd to ? 


SILVIA, 

Fear it not. Innocence is the care of heaven. 
Virtue will give her reſolution to reſiſt temptation, 
and ſtrength to oppoſe violence ſhould it be of- 
fer'd : duty will teach her ſuch artifices as will be 
ſufficient to break thro?” all difficulties and dangers, 
that fraud or force can raiſe to obſtruct her in her 
return. How fare you, friend? Your colour 
changes, and you look not well. 

_ _TIMOTHY. 

Indeed I'm very ſick and faint, 

SILVIA, 

Alas, poor man ! lend me your arm, and let 

me lead you fo yonder bank; there you may re- 


poſe yourſelf a while: 13 who lives at a 
farm hard by, will ſoon here, who will, I'm 


ſure, aſſiſt you with any thing that his poor houſe 
affords, or power commands. 
TIMOTHY. 


This kindneſs to a ſtranger, heaven will re- 
ward, | | 


SILVIA. 
Acts of humanity reward themſelves. 
| TIMOTHY. 
I give you too much trouble. 
SILVIA, % 
hy ſhew themſelves unworthy of their kind, 
who, ſeeing their fellow-creatures in diſtreſs, take 


D 2 nog 
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not a pleaſure in relieving them. Are not all ex- 
$'d to time and chance ? there's oft not the di- 


of an hour betwixt the height of happineſs 
and depth of miſery. 


AIR XXV. (Polwarton the Green.) 
b The fweet and bluſhing ro/e 


Soon withers and decays. 
Short are thy joys life knows, 
And few our happy days. 
The faireſt day muſt ſat in might ; : 
Summer in winter ends ; 


So anguiſh Hill. ſucceeds Zr, 
grief on joy 


SCENE III. 
" To them, WELrokd and Servant. 


SILVIA, 

Here is father. A morning to you 
Sir. —Your bleſſing. " ; 
WELFORD, 

Heaven bleſs my child. 
SILVIA. 


Sir, here is an object that claims * ity and 
aſſiſtance, An honeſt man diſtreſt; ck. and 
weak he is, that it would be too fs trouble to 
him now to repeat the tale of his nn. 


WELFORD. 


*Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think he 2 
my pity, to command that's in my power. 
Cams, friend, e of this lad to guide and aſſiſt 


you 
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you—TP'll follow preſently — you ſhall find a hearty 
welcome, and all the aſſiſtance I, or my family can 
lend you. 
| TIMOTHY. 
With many thanks I accept your kindneſs. 


SCENE TIV. 


WELFORD any SILVIA. 


WELFORD, 

Silvia, your lover tarried late laſt night I have 
not ſeen you fince till now. Nay, never bluſh, 
and turn away—he propoſed marriage, did he not ? 

SILVIA. | 

O father, why did you ever ſuffer him to talk of 

love, or me to hear him ? : 
WELFORD, 


There is no ſhame in virtuous love. The moſt 
modeſt virgin may hear, and may return it too, 
without a bluſh. 


SILVIA. 
Oh ! 
WELFORD. 
Why weeps my child? What mean theſe ſighs, 


0 all theſe agonies of grief, as if thy heart would 
urit ? 


SILVIA. 


O, TI have cauſe to weep, deſpair, and die; for l 
have heard from the man, who ſwore a thouſand 
times he lov'd me, the man I lov'd, the man you 
bid me love, ſuch vile propoſals. — 


1 WELFORD. 
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WELFORD. 
-O! I am all on fire—ſay, Silvia, what did he 
propole ? | 
| BEERS: 
What is not fit for you to hear, nor me to ſpeak, 
WELFORD. 


Then the villain has dared to attempt thy inno- 
eenceand virtue? 


AIR XXVI. (Now, now comes on the glorious Year.) 
, When tempting beauty is the prize, 
Intemperate youth, raſh and unwiſe, 
Laws human and divine deſpiſe, 
Net thinking what they're doing; 
But did they make the caſe their own, 
A child, or fifter thus undone, | 
With horror firuck, they ſure would ſhun, 
Nor tempt ſuch dreadful ruin. 


SILVIA. ; 
Vain of his wealth, and his ſuperior birth, with 
bold, licentious freedom he rail'd on marriage ; 
then talk'd to me of love, enjoyment, and eter- 
nal truth; endeavouring, by impoſing on my 
ſimplicity, to render me vile as his own ends, 
More he talk'd of eſtates and ſettlements, and! 
know not what; and more he would have talk'd ; 
but I, with juſt indignation fired, flew from his 
hated preſence. | | 
AIR XXVII. (One Evening as L lay.) 
Ah me ! 8 maid, 
How wretched is my fate! 
Deceiv'd thus, and betray'd, 
7 o love where I ſhould hate. 
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When hope has flea our breaft, 
Why ſhould defire remain ? 
To rob us of our reſt, 
And give inceſſant pain. 


" WELFORD. 


I will revenge thee, thou excellent maid ; I will 
revenge thee on him, myſelf, and all that ever 
wrong'd thee. 


; SILVIA. 

Alas! Sir, I want no revenge; or if I did, what 
could you do againſt a man ſo powerful ?—the at- 
tempt would prove your ruin. Let me not ſee him 
— let him not inſult me with his preſence—by that 


means to be ſecur'd from new injuries, is all the 
vengancel deſire, 


WELFORD. 

He never ſhall, unleſs he comes with deep re- 
morſe and humble penitence to aſk your pardon, 
and make you reparation. 

SILVIA. 

Let him not come at all. The man, who takes 
advantage from a maid's mean condition to attempt 
her virtue, can never make her reparation. 
WELFORD, 

I fear you hate him then. 


SILVIA. 


Why ſhould you fear it? You methinks ſhould 
wiſh it rather. "Twas long before my heart was 
taught to love him, and by the pain his cruelty 


gives me I fear twill be much longer ere it wall 
earn to hate him. 


D 4 WELFORD. 


* 
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: WELFORD. 
Pl go and give orders that care be taken of the 
ſtranger, and then Pl fee this mighty man, who, 


by a vile abuſe of his power, has dared to wrong 


me thus. Thou'@ reaſon indeed for thy anger; 
but grieve not, my Silvia, I can and will defend 


AIR XXVII. (At Rome there is a terrible Rout.) 


For poultry and flocks doe oft break our repoſe, 

Ta defend them from foxes and liles, their knoxwn foes ; 

Fe our children muſt guard framwerſe vermin than 
theſe, 


Which nobody can deny, xc. 


SILVIA. 

My father bid me not to grieve - happv for me 
could I in that obey him. In all the height of his 
pathon- he never commanded me to hate the injuri- 
ous author of my woes. Indulgent parent! He 
knows that tis not in my power, and wou'dn't im- 
poſe on me a taſk impoſſible. Anſwer his kind- 
neſs then with equal fortitude, and bear, without 
reproach, thoſe ills thou canſt not cure. To afſert 
the dignity of injur'd virtue, tho' in an humble 
ſtate, be then my care, and leave the reſt to heaven. 


AIR -XXIX. (Fond Echo.) 


Hs wretched and mean we deſpiſe 

The vicious, their wealth, and high ſlate ; 
The howeft, in virtue, may riſe, 

"Tis virtue alone makes us great. 


The. 
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The hoarſe peacock, the gaudy and gay, 
Sweeps the earth with his train, tho) ſo bright ; 
While the lark, in his bumble array, 


Sears warbling to regions of light. 
SCENE VL 
A Room in Sir Joun's Houſe. 
Enter BET T. 


BETTY. 


Sir John lies beyond his uſual hour - he likes his 
new bed-fellow. O the impudence of ſome people ! 
Here, in his own houſe—under my noſe, as 'twere, 
to bring his trollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait 
upon her too — warm the bed for em! — What, 
make a bawd of me ?—O, I could fire the houſe, 
to be made a bawd of at theſe years. The impu- 
dent creature too - to he with a man the firſt time 
he aſk'd her. —-I wonder Sir John isn't aſham'd 
of himſelf !—to take up with ſuch a forward drab 
At fr, I'm ſure he did not find me fo eaſy.— 
Well, Ive been a fool; but if it was to do 


again 
AIR xxx. (Young Philander woo'd me long) 


Harmleſs maids, of men beware, | 
When they're tempting you to ci; 
Tho their flat ries charm the ear, 
To be forſaken is the devil, 
Un-wed, nc er conſent to do it; 
Truft no falſe defigning fellow : 
Virgins pluckt, like other fruit, 
Ie their reliſh, and grow mellow. 
SCENE 


— 
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SCENE VIL 
To her, JoxATHAN. 
BETTY. 

O Jonathan! Sir John is a barbarous man to me; 
but you remember, I hope, before you know what 
paſſed, you bid me fear nothing, for you were rea- 
dy to marry me at any time. 

JONATHAN. 

Ay, ay, very likely, child, but did Sir John 
promiſe nothing before you know what paſs'd, but 
what he has ſince perform'd ? 
| BETTY. 

Yes, he did, to be ſure.—He promis'd to love 
me always. But, what o'that? if he be a gen- 
tleman, and above keeping his word, I hope that 
it is no ſhame for poor people to be honeſt ? 

JONATHAN. ; 

The greateſt in the world, child. Why, it would 
be downright impudence in us to pretend to be wi- 
fer than our betters. Beſides you are mine o'courſe, 
and maſt not pretend to talk of terms now.—l 


have an equal right to my maſter's caſt cloaths and 
miſtreſſes.——You are part of my perquiſites. 


AIR XXXI. (Great Lord Frog, and Lady Mouſe.) 
At table thus my maſter feeds ; 
Dill he has done, I look en; 
When the ſecond courſe ſucceeds, 
The firſt is len, like you. 
As TI in leve my maſter ſerve, 
Lure, I don't fo ill deſerve, 
Tho” enough remains, to ftarve ? 
I ſeize you as my due. 


BETTY. 
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BETTY. 


O Jonathan, ſure you won't uſe me as my maſter 
has done ! 


JONATHAN. 


I can't tell; L' uſe you as well as I can; per- 
haps you may have no reaſon to repent of the ex- 


change. 
BETTY. 
Becauſe I've been my maſter's fool, do you think 
Pll be your's ? | 
JONATHAN. 
Yes. 
BETTY. 
You're impudent, and 
JONATHAN, 
You like me the better for't. 
| BETTY. 
Now I'm down-right angry with you. 


AIR XXXII. (Dear Pickaninny.) 
Betty. Be gone, Sir, and fly me. 


Jon, How can you deny me ? 
Be kind, and once try me. 
Betty. Ne er talk of it more. 


E Come, grant my defire. 
etty, AJyou r rudeneſs admire. 


— To your chamber retire. 
tty. Sir, there is the door. 


[They ſing the following ſtanza together.] 


on, Come, grant my deſire. 
ty. HU] not grant your defire. 
Jon. 
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Jon. T your beauty admire. 
Retty. 2 rudeneſs admire. 
1210 


= your chamber retire. 
ity: By your ſelf, pray, retire. 
on. Love, there is the door. 
K Sir, there is the door. 


Exit BeTTY, on one fide, ſhutting the door upon 
JoxaTHAN who goes off on the other.] 


SCENE VII. 


LETTICE. 


AIR XXXIH. (Mrs. Le Gard's Dance in Perſe us 
and Andromeda.) 


Let. When youthful May adorns the year, 
T he earth is gay, the bead n, are clear, 
And the long days carce yield to night. 
T he groves with vernal muſick ring, 
Beneath our feet feweet odours ſpring, 
All nature revels in delight : 
In Ii youth is the bom of May ; 
Ve laugh, we fing, we ſport, wwe play; 
And every rolling hour ſupplies, 
Some new and ſome untaſted joys, 
And all the various ſcenes are bright. 


How fine Iam! all over lace, and holland, 
and filk and filver ! How pretty I look, too. 
Nay, I always thought myſelf too for a tay- 
lor's daughter. And fince I find what my favours 
are — Fl be cunning, and get as much for 
'em as I can, that I may never work, nor be poor 


again, 
SCENE 
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SCENE IX, 
To her, Sir Jou ns, 


SIR JOHN, 

Don't you wonder at your own beauty? dreſs'd, 
or undrels'd, night, or day, you're always charm- 
ing. 

LETTICE. 

Let me alone : Why do you ſtare upon a body 
ſo ? I can't bear to ſee you, I am ſo aſham'd. 
| SIR JOHN. 

Kind innocent, yet charming creature, that has 


the art to pleaſe beyond all her ſex, that I ever 


knew, yet ſeems to know nothing of it. Laſt 
night—ye wanton rogue — 


LETTICE., 
Oh ! you're a ſad man. 


AR XXXIV. (Alas! what mean I, fooliſh Maid.) 


O He! how could you ſerve me Jo ? 
Tou naughty man, pray, let me go, 
T hat from you I may run; 
But ſhould I go, I fear tere vain, 
For foon I ſhould return again, 
To be by you undone. 


SIR JOHN. 

Never were tempers better ſuited. This girl is as 
much a libertine in the affairs of love, as myſelf ; 
only ſhe don't ſeem ſo well acquainted with her 
own conſtitution, as to be able to give any account 
of the matter, -It's pure nature in her; like ſome 

lucky 
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lucky quacks, who, tho? they know nothing of the 
theory, yet practice with ſurprizing ſucceſs. 
AIR XXXV. (Muſfing, I late on Windſor Ter- 
| race fat.) 
The lovely, blooming creature, 
Charming in ev'ry feature; 
Loving, moving, 
Toys improving, 
When ſhe yields to nature 
But O! the pleaſing ſmart, 
That thrills thro c ry part, 
When poſſeſſing, 
Kiſffeng, preſſing, 
Paſfion's improv'd by art. 


SCENE X. 
To them, JONATHAN. 


' JONATHAN. 


Sir, your hanour's tenant, farmer Welford, is 
come to wait upon you. 


SIR JOHN. 
Ha! I might well expect him, indeed - I am 
ſtrangely ſhock'd — Yet I muſt ſee him. — Tell him, 
I am coming down. 


SCENE XI. 
SIR JOHN any LETTICE. 


| _.'$IR JOHN. 
My dear, my affairs force me to leave you for 


the preſent ; in the mean time my ſervants ſhall 


attend you—Your ſervants they are now, and as 
ſuch command them, 


LETTICE. 
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LETTICE 

But, will they obey me ? 
SIR JOHN. 

Ay, or you ſhall change them for ſuch as will. 
LETTICE, 

Then I ſhall be a miſtreſs indeed. 


SIR JOHN, 


Thou art the miſtreſs of my life and fortune; 
for a moment, dear creature, farewel. 


LETTICE. 
Dear Sir, good by t'ye. 


SCENE XI. 


LETTICE. 

Fm now a lady indeed. A fine houſe, fine 
cloaths, and ſervants to command. And this Sir 
John 1s the fineſt, handſomeſt gentleman. —Not 
that I care for him, any more than 1 ſhould for 
any body elſe, that would but make a gentlewo- 
man of me. But I muſt take care never to let him 
know that, for it is for my intereſt that he ſhould 
love me. Beſides, now I am a gentlewoman, I 
find, I ſhould like mightily to be admir'd by every 
body, and care for nobody. | 


AIR XXXVI. (When Cloe we ply.) 


We women appear 
Now kind, now ſevere, 
As intereſt for either doth call; 
IF we flay, and comply, 
[f we fly, and deny, 
1 is all artifice, all; *tis artifice, artifice all. 


SCENE 
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SCENE MI, 
LETTICE axov BETTY. 
| „ 2 % = O 
Madam, breakfaft is ready for you. 
LETTICE. 


Is it fo, Mrs. Minks? but how do you ktow 
whether I am ready for that? 


BETTY. 


I ſuppoſe Sir John knows, Madatn. He order'd 
me to get it ready as ſoon as I could. 


LETTICE. 


Where is it ? How did you know but that 1 
would have had it here in my own chamber ? 


BETTY. 


Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can ſoon fetch it, 
for that matter. | | 


LETTICE. 


Comeback ; where is the wench going ? You're 


without being ſent. 


SCENE XIV. 
BETTY. . 


My chamber !—and Minks !—How the aukw 
trapes takes upon her already! Sir John acts like 
a gentleman, truly.—- To ſuffer me to be huff'd, 
and abus'd by this—I don't know what to call her 
bad enough. I'll not bear it, that's poz. I have 
let farmer Welford know what a ble m maſter 
- Jeads.—That'll make pure miſchief ; for he loves 

the daughter ſo well, that he dares not — 


5 


— ready to obey without orders, and to run 


VL 


in 
m. 
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the father. Ay, there's a girl, who, tho' but the 
daughter of a poor farmer, by her prudence in 
keeping the fellows at a diſtance, has as many ad- 
mirers as there are gentlemen in the county, Up- 
on that ſingle point turns the happineſs or miſery 
of a woman's life. But how few of us have the 
wit to find this out till it is too late 


AIR XXXVIL (Room, room for a Rover.) 


FraiÞs the bliſs of woman, 
* Fleeting as a ſhade; 
White wwe pity no man, 
Goddeſſes Tve're made: 
Tf car ep wanting, 
To their wants we're hind; 
Ruin d by our granting, 
Ve no favour find. 
Birds, fur kind complying, 
their females more ; 
WrPre low'd for denying, 
Scornd when we implore. 
White on ev ry tree, 
Cherry, cherry,” fing the ſmall birds; 
Terry, terry, fing the black-birds ; 
Happier far than wwe. 


SCENE XV. 
SIR JOHN any WELFORD. 


WELFORD. 

Sir John, tho? from your late behaviour I'm con- 
vinc'd that you look upon me as a wretch, whom, 
in the wantonneſs of your wealth and power, you 
may injure without danger, yet, I muſt tell you, 

W E that 


that tis baſe to wrong a poor man, merely becauſe 
he is ſo; and not always ſo ſafe as you may imagine. 
SIR JOHN. 

T little expected ſuch an accuſation from any 
man, much leſs, Welford, from you; whatever 
other faults I may have, pride and _— I thank 
heav'n, are ſtrangers to my nature. If you are 
uneaſy that your leaſe is unrenew'd, the faultis in 


yourſelf ; you might have had it done at any time, 


upon your applying to me. _ 
WELFORD, 


It is not that which I complain of; tho' your re- 
fuſing it be the ruining me and my whole family, 
yet, as it is a matter of courteſy, not right, you 
are at your hberty.—But that is not what I now 
come to ſpeak of. 


SIR JOHN. 


My love of pleaſure has not ſo far waſted my 
eſtate, or debauched my principles, as to tempt me 
to wrong any man, much leſs the poor. The leſs 
they have a right to, the greater neceſſity there is 
of 1 them in the quiet poſſeſſion of that 
right. "TYRE 


WELFORD. 


Are not our children the beſt and deareſt part of 
our properties? Is there a monarch in the univerſe 
that does not eſteem an heir to his crown dearer 
than the crown he wears? Nature is alike in all. 

The meaneſt wretch who. daily labours for the 
| bread with which he feeds his poor offspring, loves 
"them as much as the greateſt king can 2 


AIR 


ſa 
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AIR XXXVIII. (Onyonder high Mountain.) 


The powerful law of nature 
Deth ſavage tygers bi-; 

What fierce or cruel creature, 
But to its yeung is kind ? 

By hunger ftrong oppreſs d, 

T hey forego their needful prey; 
Love confeſſing, 

Still careſſing : 


Shall man do leſs than they ? 


Sir John, I have a daughter. 


| SIR JOHN, 
| You have, a fair one. 
WELFORD. 8 
True, ſhe is fair, but her beauty is her leaſt per- 
ſection. 
SIR JOHN. | 
In the bloom of youth ſhe hath wiſdom, pru- 
dence, and modeſty, beyond what I have obſerv'd 
in the moſt venerable old age. 
WELFORD. 1 


And to crown all, an inflexible virtue, that ſets 
her as much above temptation from flattery, wealth, 
or power, as they are beneath her true value. 


SIR JOHN. 
She is, indeed, the phoenix of her ſex. 
WELFORD. 


"Tis no boaſting, but modeſt truth in a father to 
ſay ſhe is. Then where is your judgment, or gra- 


titude ? have I not preferr'd you to many gentlemen 
E 2 of 
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of ſuperior merit and fortune, in your addreſſes to 
my Silvia? 


SIR JOHN. 


I own the obligation, and, but that I am re- 
ſoly'd never to marry— 
WELFORD. a 
Not marry, fir! why 'tis a debt due to your an- 
ceſtors — you-are the medium *twixt them and poſ- 
terity, which in you muſt fail unleſs prevented by a 
rudent and timely choice; and an ample eſtate, 
obtain'd by their induſtry, be poſſeſs'd by ſtrangers 
to their blood. 


SIR JOHN. 

As to my anceſtors, they have had their time, 
as I now have mine; they liv'd to pleaſe them- 
ſelves, and ſo will I. As to poſterity, I ſhall not 
trouble myſelf about what I know nothing of, and 
which may, or may not be, notwithſtanding all the 
care we can take about it. 


1. »WELFORD. 1 
Since I find, what I hop'd had been only th 
warmth of youth, to be principles with you, you 
are juſtly accountable for their conſequences. 
Notwithſtanding your preſent circumſtances, I 
look 7 you as a gentleman. In your youth, as 
a ſoldier of fortune, you had opportunities of 
knowing the world beyond moſt men ; which join'd 
to your good ſenſe and juſt obſervation, qualifies 
you to give advice the beſt of any man I know. 
And I appeal to your own experience, whether 
marriage be not a ſtate of life, attended with innu- 
merable cares, diſappointments, and inquietudes ? 
85 | WELFORD. 
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WE LTOR D. 


Tis true 1 have found it ſo: and you, by your 
living ſo many years in my houſe in your youth, 
was trequently an eye-witneſs of this ſad truth : 
And ] further confeſs that my ſecret troubles (Which 
were the greater for being ſo) far exceeded all that 
ever were viſible ; but thoſe are not eſſential to a 
married ſtate, but might have been prevented by a 
more prudent choice, But as it was, one darling , 
child not only made them eaſy, but far o'erpaid 
them all. [Tho' heaven knows that child is now 
my greateſt trouble. ] [Aldi. 

SIR JOHN, 

It is not the lot of every man to be father to a 

Silvia. The ill conveniences of marriage are cer- 


tain, the advantages precarions, therefore I deter- 
mine to perſevere in my freedom. 


AIR XXXIX. (A Country Life is ſweet.) 


Free from confinement and ftrife, 
1 be 7 thro" the ocean of life, 
o ſeek new delights, 
Where beauty invites, 

But neer be confin'd to a wife. 
The man that is free, 

Like a veſſel at ſea, 

After conqueſt and plunder may roam; 
But when either's confin'd, 
By wife, or by wind, 

Tho for glery deſigu d, 
No advantage they find, 
But rot in the —— at home. 
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WELFORD. 

How falſly do you reaſon ? lewdneſs is a gulf 
which ſwallows up the lives and fortunes of all who 
venture into it. And ſuch will be your fate, if you 
purſue the courſe you are now engag'd in. 

SIR JOHN. 


I ſhall run the hazard, ſpite of your wiſe admo- 


nitions. 


$54 


WELFORD. 

At your own peril be it then. Have I ſuppreſs'd 
my juſt reſentment thus long, to expoſtulate with 
thee for this? you would be thought a man of hu- 
manity and honour—was not your late villainous 
attempt d my — s virtue a notorious 
inſtance of both? nay, fir, you may ſtart, and 
frown, and bite your mg if you pleaſe— I repeat 
it again, my villainous attempt. 


SIR JOHN. 


'Conſdering who am, and what you are, ſup- 


poling I had been to blame, twou'd have become 


you to have cloath'd your complaints 1 in ſofter lan- 


— 
WELFORD. 


No words are ſtrong enough to expreſs your 
baſeneſs and my wrongs. 


SIR JOHN. 


Had the worſt you ſeem to apprehend been ac- 


compliſh'd— 


WELFORD, J 


Confound thy * tongue ſor ſuch a ſup- 
poſition. 


—— 


SIR 
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SIR J OHN, 
Your inſolence and outrage would tire the pati- 
ence of an angel. Is not your daughter virtuous 
and chaſte as ever? 
WELFORD. _ 
The excellency of her virtue, whom you would 
have ruin'd, but aggravates thy guilt. 
SIR JOHN. | 


The mighty ruin you talk of was but to have de- 
voted my life and fortune to her pleaſure, which 
ſure was ſufficient to have kept her from contempt, 


and her beauty would ſtill have been as much ad- 


mir'd as ever. 


WELFORD. | 
After the loſs of virtue, beauty and fortune; 


like a fair and . e monument erected upon 


a bad man's grave, ſerve only to perpetuate infamy, 
and make it more extenſive. 
SIR JOHN. 
What is it that you'd wiſh your daughter? 
WELFORD. 


I wiſh her innocence, peace, fortune, with fame 
on earth, and everlaſting happineſs hereafter; but 
you'd make them all impoſſi ſe to her. 


SIR JOHN, 
She may ſtill be happy. 


WELFORD. 
And ſhall, in ſpite of thee. Fond fool that I 
was! I thought to have made you the happy in- 
ſtrument to have advanced her to that luſtre and 


rank in life her merit claims; but you have ren- 
TIL 2» der'd 


ieren ON 
der d yourſelf unworthy of that happineſs and ho- 
nour; and notwithſtanding all my — on thee, 
you now force me to curſe the parent that begot 
thee, the womb that bore thee, and the hour that 
gave thee to the light; for thou haſt added to the 
wrongs of Silvia, Taft pierc'd her heart with new 
unthought of forrows —I have ſeen her flowing 
tears, heard her ſad ſighs and ſoft complaints for 
thy ingratitude, unworthy as thou art. 

- SIR JOHN. 

O Welford! father! did ſhe weep and ſigh for 
me? O let me fly to throw me at her feet! I cannot 
bear to hear her ſorrows told. But oh! to ſee her 
— ſurely I ſhall die with tenderneſs before her! I 
could not have thought I had been ſo happy, or ſo 
wretched. 


AIR XL. (Draw, Cupid, draw.) 
Reign, Silvia, reign. 
The rebel quits bis arms : 
* Your fower's compleat,. 
And 1 ſubmit 
To 1 victorious charms. 
he plea n, 
The . . 
phat conſtunt hearts unite, 
Such jey beſtocut, 
T hat freedom knows. , 
No fuch fincere delight. 


1 Ji ver, and I burn, 
-f | it: triumph, and I mourn, 


NS. aint, 1 die, 


„ 
125 Her paſſtou to return; | 
But 
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But O, I fear, 


Tas fierce to bear 
The mighty joy will be, 

And love”s keen dart, A 

Fixt in my heart, | | 1 
Prove that of death to me. 


WELFORD. 1 
Whither would you go? & 
SIR JOHN, 
Whither bat to Silvia? to Silvia much wrong'd, 9 
but more belov'd ; to the loving, mourning Silvia. 8 | 
WELFORD, | 
To what end? 


SIR JOHN. 


To implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, to 
vow eternal love, eternal truth. 


WELFORD. 


And if ſhe conſents to ratify thoſe vows by mar- 
rying Ha! he ſtarts; a crimſon bluſii o erſpreads 
his guilty face. Wouldſt thou again abuſe my fond 
credulity ? I here renounce all friendſtup: with thee, 
and forbid all future converſe with my Silvia. If 
by my conſent you ever fee her face again, may 
heaven renounce me; if to revenge her wrongs and 
puniſh you, I ſpare myſelf, may 

SIR JOH-N. 

O ſtop thy imprecations, thou raſh old man; for 
know, I cannot, will not live without my Silvia's 
light. Unſay what thou haſt ſworn I never will 


again abuſe my truſt— never again will Lrepeat my 
offence, 


WE L- 


61. 


WELFOR D. 
With me you've ſinn'd paſt all forgiveneſs. 
SIR JOHN. 

Tho' I ever lov'd thy charming daughter, yet 
till this hour I never knew how much. Make me 
not deſperate, for if you do, by all the pains J 
feel, there's no revenge ſo cruel, but 1! purſue, 
to make thy miſery, if poſſible, to equal mine; 
eject thee from thy farm; expoſe thee to want, and 
wretchedneſs, and — 


WELFORD. 
Ha, ha, ha! | 
SIR JOHN. 


Fury and madneſs! my ſubmiſſion rejected! my 
pains inſulted! and my juſt reſentment laugh'd at! 


AIR XII. (Gillian of Croydon.) 


Since you 4 ſe my power, 
T ho* doubly preſi d with want and age, 
PII make you cur/e the fatal hour, 
You ſcorn'd my love, and urg'd my rage. 
Shall I to my waſſal bend ? 
When the wveak with the ftrong contend, 
On his own head he plucks the ruin; 
80 1 myjuſt revenge T.. 
Will cruſh you, before I end. 


AIR XLII. (Hey Boys up go we.) 


Wel. In vain you ſtorm, and threaten high ; 
He's weak, whoſe cauſe is wrong : 
When de your boaſtive power ſhall try, 
Ten M. find that right is ftrong. 


A vir- 


tort 
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A virtuous maid, 

Wrong d and betray'd, 
Shall thy deſtrucbion prove; 

There's no defence, 

Like innocence, 


Nor curſe like lawleſs love. 


SCENE XVI. {| 

SILVIA ANDY BETTY. | 
BETTY. 41 

Nay, for that matter, I've told your father al- 1 
ready, and he ſeem'd ſo little concern'd at it, that 1 
it put me out of all patience. So thought I, per - 
haps he won't tell Mrs. Silvia, and, juſt as I thought, 


ſo it happen'd; ſo thought I, I'll e'en go and tell 
Mrs. Silvia myſelf. 


SILVIA. 
Oh! [Alae. 
BETTY, 
Madam. 
SILVIA. 
Alas! 
BETTY. 
What did you fay ? 
SILVIA, 
Did I ſay any-thing ? 
-M BETTY. 
[ thought you did. 
SILVIA, 


Not that I know of. Oh, how ſhall I conceal my 
tortures ftom this buſy, prying creature! ¶ Afide. 


BETTY. 
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BETTY. - 
But Mrs. Silvia, don't you think this Sir John a 
horrible ſort of 'man ? 
SILVIA. 
All appear ſuch to me, who fall from virtue. 
BETTY, 


Virtue! why he minds me no more than we do 
an-old ſweerheart, when we have got a new one. 


STLVIA. 
The tireſome impertinent! when ſhall I have 
freedom to- complain ? [ Aide. 
BETTY. 


And then he's ſo fond of her- Madam muſt 
Have this, and madam muſt have that, and madam 
muſt have Yother ; and this isn't good enough, and 
that isn't fine enough, and t'other isn't rich enough 
for her. O it would make one diſtracted to ſee it 
the impudent ſtrumpet I could tear her eyes out. 


AIR XLII. (Young Corydon and Phillis.) 


My rage is paſt conceivins ; 
I orm and curſe my fate, 

To think ſhe's ftill receiving 
Such wealth and pleaſures great, 

And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not, 
What I dare not, wwhat I dare not name. 


„But our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his 
maſter ;—O there's a precibus couple of 'em! 
but as I was ſaying, our Jonathan, who is Sir John's 
<abinet-counſellor, ſays my maſter loves no — 
. | rom 


* 


* 
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from his heart but you; and therefore the beſt of 
it is, her reign is like to be but ſhort, 


SILVIA, 

When women do thoſe things, for which 
reflection they ought to hate themſelves, they can't 
expect that men will love them long. 

BETTY. 


Why as you ſay, Mrs. Silvia, that woman that 
a, a—(I don't very well underſtand her tho', but 
I ſuppoſe that means that Sir John ſhould love no 
body but herſelf) [ Ade. — But what were you fay- 
ing, Mrs. Silvia ? | 


SILVIA. 

That ſhe who parts with her virtue, parts with 
the only charm that makes a woman wh lovely : 
and ſhe may well expect, for ſhe delerves, to be 
deſpis'd. ks 

t 
She ſpeaks plain enough now truly. [Ad. 


Yes, as you ſay, one can't hate that impudent crea» 
ture too much. 


SILVIA, 
If ſhe be ſuch, as you have deſerib'd her, ſhe is 


miſerable, and, whatever ſhe may deſerve, as ſach 
| ſincerely pity her. 


AIR XLIV. (Strephon, when you ſee me fly.) 
Wherg can gentle pity meet 
So fit a ſubjetfor her grief ? 
Sure that miſery's compleat, 
When time and death yield: no relief. 
Death from leſſer ills may ſave ; 
Shame extends beyond the grave, 


BE T— 


RE 1 r 


_ „5 — — — __ 
—— 


is nothing but the truth. 
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| BETTY. 


Well, I'll day no longer; ſhe's enough to put 
one out of conceit with ones ſelf. [Ae Mrs. 
Silvia, Thope you believe that what I have told you 


| SILVIA. 
Wou'd I cou'd not. [ Afide. 
re. 


Zut I beg you to take no manner of notice. 


1 

You may be aſſured I never will. May it ever re- 
main unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet 
repent ; which if they do, heaven innocent aud 
gracious will forgive; the equally guilty world 
neverwill; if they are innocent, what injury ſhall 
I do, whatguilt contract, by propagating falſhood? 
| BETTY. | 

Yes, yes, as you ſay—— beſides I ſhould be turn'd 
out of doors; and you know 'twou'd vex a body to 
loſe one's place for ſuch a, a, a but I've told you 
what ſhe is, and fo Mrs. Silvia your ſervant.— 
Whata way ſhe has of talking? ſhe gives one ſuch 
rubs, and yet does not ſeem to know it neither. I 
don't like her; butif ſhe does but hold her tongue 
Pm ſafe enough. I've made a pure deal of miſ- 


chief, I don't doubt, for I'm ſure ſhe's nettled, for 
all her gravity. 


AIR XIV. (A wealthy Merchant's Son.) 
She who, when fbe'd pleaſe, 
Finds ſhe's miſtaken, 
Others pain gives her eaſe, 
T bo" ſhe's forſaken. 3 
7 ince 
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Since he diſdain my love, 


New beauties courting, 
His laſting plague PI] prove, 
11] jpoil bis ſporting. 


SCENE XVII. 


SILVIA. 
She's gone, the buſy impertinent is gone, whoſe 
painful preſence check d my ſtruggling griefs ; and 
now my ſwoln heart, and ready eyes, may burſt 
with ſighing, and o'erflow with tears! O Free- 
man, — I thought thy former baſeneſs, 
thy vile attempt upon my injur'd honour, had 
4 me all the pains you could inflict, or Tendure; 
ut jealouſy, that burning cauſtie to a mind wound- 
ed by love and injuries before, to torture adding 
torture, po to pain, gives agonies never to be 
conceav'd till they are felt. 


AIR XLVI. (Whilſt I gaze on Chloe.) 


Still 7 to pine, and languiſb, 
Still to weep and wiſh in vain, 
Still to bear increaſing n__—; 
Ever hopeleſs to complain | 
T hus to ſorrow never ceaſing, 
T a 1 *. victim prove ; 
Ever full, and flill increaſing, 
Are the pains of jealous love. 


ACT: 
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ACT WM. SCENE I. 
: 4 Greve. bh 
SILVIA ax» WELFORD. 


AIR NXLVE. (Midſummer Wiſh.) 
Sil. WP HEN att ring owe, and ftern deſpair, 
ED At once invade the wirgin's breaſt, 

T be. meeting tides raiſe tempeſts there, 

The rolling ftorm deftroys her reft. 

Bright innocence, unerring guide, 

Lead me where peace ſerenely reigns ; 

1f 772 death her maꝝſions hide, 

[1 feek ber there, to loſe my pains. 


WELFORD, 
Still fighing !—Snll in tears !—In ſoft and gen- 
tle. murmurs in complaining! yet ſhe, innocent 
even in thought of any guilt, that might deſerve a 


puniſhment ſo ſevere, accuſes not the heavens, nor, 


me, nor him, the crael author of her woes. No 
ſtorm of raffles her lovely face; no thought of 
vengeance {welis her beating breaſt ; virtue, love, 
and prief, ſo amply fillher mind, there is no room 
for any ruder gueſt. Never did paſſion in a female 
breaſt run with ſo deep, ſo firong, ſo fmooth a 


My father here! 
5 WELFORD. 
Weeping, my Silvia! could'ſt thou think how 
deep thy ſorrows wound me, I know thou would'ſt 
_ endeavour to ſubdue them. 


SILVIA, 


* 
C: 
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SILVIA. k 
TI did not know you was ſo nigh. —I had not elſe. 


indulg'd this burſt of grief : it adds to my unhap- 
pineſs, to afflict fo tender and fo good a father. 
WELFORD. | 

Thy more than child like duty and affection, 
thy yielding ſweetneſs, and determin'd virtue, of 
which each hour you give me freſh examples, do 
ſo affect me, that I am torn *rwixt joy and wonder, 
ſorrow and remorſe, whene'er 1 look upon thee. I. 
I, wretched as I am, have contributed to all the 
wrongs you ſuſſer. | 

SILVIA, | 

My deareſt father, do not thus vate our 
common grief; let not your affection for me 
cauſe you to wrong yourſelf. If you have per- 
mitted me to love, and I have been deceiy'd, were 
not you deceiv'd too ? 

WEL FORD. 

Indeed I was; but all ſhall yet be well; ſhart- 
N you ſhall be convinced, that he's fo far unwor- 
thy of your love, that gentle peace and joy ſhall 
fill your brealt, and ke be ſcorn'd at firſt and toon 
forgot. n | 


AIR XLVII. (How happy are young Lovers.) 


On ome rock, by ſeas furrounded, 
Diftant far from fight of Pore; 

whe! the FAC ak Sy confounded, 
Hears the bellowing tempefts roar ; 

Hope: of life do then forjake him, 

ben in this deplor'd extream, 
Then his ob loud fhrieks awake bim, 
© And he finds it all a dream, 


Vor. I. F Such 
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Such are your afflictions; and they, from their 
exceſſive greatneſs, ſhall, like ſome dreadful vi- 
fion, tind end. 

2 | SILVIA. 

Good man ! he knows not that all has been diſ. 
cover'd to me already. | A/fide.} Shall I deceive the 
beſt of fathers, and by hypocriſy make that my 
crime, which is but my mis ne ? No. What- 
ever diſcovery you make of his faults, forgive me, 
if 1 ſay, that I muſt love him till. True, virtue 
forbids all converſe with him, and I—obey ; his 
crimes I hate ; his fall from virtue I lament ; his 

on, tho” I never ſee, nor wiſh to ſee again, tis 

ill certain I muſt ever, ever love. 


AIR XIX. . when all the Village 
pt). 
You happy maids, who never knew 
The pains of conſtant love, 
Be warn'd by me, and never do 
Te ling'ring torture prove. 
Wiſdom, here, brings no relief, 
E And reſolution's * . 
peng, we increaſe our grief, 
And fafter bind the chain. 7 


SCENE I. | 
GOODY BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE, &c. 


G. BUSY, 

A to you, Mr. Welford ; I have brought 
with 2 neighbours, as you requeſted ; 
and hearing you were here, with your daughter, I 
| left them at your houſe, and choſe me Goody 

0 * oſtive 


% 


* 
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Coſtive and Goody Gabble, to-come to you, that 
we might have the pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. Silvia. 

WELFOR D. , 

'Tis kindly done of you; there is my daugh- 

ter; Pl leave you with her, and go and bid your 

friends welcome.—You may follow at your leiſure, 


SCENE IL 


SILVIA, GOODY BUSY, GOODY 
COSTIVE, e. 


G. BUSY, 

Doſo, do ſo ; I muſt have a little talk with her. 
It is ſome years ago ſince I ſaw her,—never fince 
ſhe was chriſtened, as I remember. It is a great 
way, and I (heaven help me) grow old, I don't 
uſe to be ſo ſparing of my viſits elſe. Doſt not 
know me, pretty one ? 

SFLVIA, 


I don't remember to have ſeen you before ; but 
35 my father's friend, I am pleaſed to have the op- 
portunity to know you now. | 

G. BUSY, 

Pretty ſweetneſs ! thou'rt grown out of my know- 

ledge too, to be ſure; but we have been better ac- 
vainted ; I was thy mother's midwife. Let me 
vou will be eighteen come the time, and not 
married yet! now out upon thy father, for a 
. man! it muſt have been his fault, for you 
are ſo pretty, that you muſt have had offers enow. 


SILVIA. 
It is foon enough to know care and trouble. 
+ {WM G. BusY. 


| 
i 


' 
| 
| 
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| G. BUSY. 


Now out upon it ! we have never had any good 


times fince letalk'd fo. — Was not I young my- 
felf ? and part — Fon 
and careful of a woman's life, is from the time 
that ſhe is fit for a huſband, till ſhe has got one? 
Our greateſt care and trouble is over then, for the 
_ who ſeldom take any before, are bound to do 
It then, 


AIR L. (ADameof Honour.) 


A maid, tho" beautiful and chaſte, 
Like acypher flands alone; 
Man, like a figure by ber plac'd, 
ber worth and value known, 


The tyrant, man, faſt bound for life, 

4 | of Hor lh arg N 

bene er a maid is made a wife, 
She becomes @ dame of honour. 


© Gvody Buſy, are always talking to people in 
praiſe of — ; now 1 Faſpedt . Holly a 
midwife, do it for your own ends, — : 

She 8. BUSY. ig AP 
© Suppoſe I did Goody Coſtive, where is the harm 
of that? I am ſure, times are ſo bad, that what 
with one thing, and what with another, an honeſt 
woman, in my way of buſineſs, can hardly get 
bread ; and I never expect to ſee it otherwiſe, while 
matrimony is ſo much deſpiſed as it is; why, the 
men are grown ſo horrible cunning, that of 


will marry at all; — and gubrn 


"I 


tI know that the moſt troubleſome 


2. 


S 
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fo forward, that they won't ſtay till they are mar- 
ried But you are melancholy, Mrs. Silvia. 
SILVIA. 

A little thoughtful ; I hope you'll excuſe me. 

G. GAB BLE. 

Why truly, neighbour Buſy, theſe muſt needs - 
be great hardſhips upon you; for no marriages, no 
lyings-in. 

G. BUSY. 

It is not that which I complain of ; for to ſay the 
truth, I don't find but that fingle people have as 
many children as thoſe that are married ; but then 
=- are ſuch infidels, as to let their children dis 
without chriſtening, and what ſignifies to the mid- 
wife, a lying- in, without achriſtening ?—I had once 
fome thoughts of going to London, but Tam inform. 
ed that it is worſe there than here; for there are; 
it ſeems, a number of women who get their liveli- 
hood by being naught with any man that will pa 
them for it, and yet never have any children at 

: SILVIA. 


I can't gueſs what my father deſigus by ſendin 
for theſe — 4 oy 8 2 
5 . C 0 8 T I V E. : . 
Good lack-a-day ! then they have no need of a 
midwife, for certain. 
| G. BUSY. 
No, no; the ſurgeons do all their buſineſs, 


5 3 SCENE 
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bong © = + * Bs 1 AION 

SILVIA, GOODY BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE, 
GOODY GABBLE, Ab JONATHAN. 


. 
Jonathan! what comes he for? 
| JONATHAN, 
Madam ! * 
To me? 15 


JONATHAN, 

Tes, Madam; Sir John Freeman, by me, beg: 
your peruſal of this Letter. 
as e, dee 
I am ſorry Sir John has given himſelf the trou- 
ble, fince I am under the neceſſity of refuſing it. 
| JONATH AN. | 

My matter commanded me to tell you, that it 
concern'd the happineſs of your father. 

1 811 VIA. 
Since ſuch is the caſe, II this inſtant to my fa- 
ther, and acquaint him of this important letter— 
wait you here my return. | 


SCENE. V. 


JONATHAN, GOODY BUSY, GOODY 
| COS TIVE, &c. 


JONATHAN, 


Well, ſhe's an agreeable lady, faith. I wonder 
what Sir John means, by employing me in this 
affair; if his deſign be honourable, he knows I 
„ | can 


5 
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can be of no manner of uſe to him, tis quite out 
of my way; and if he has any other thoughts of 


her, he has leſs ſenſe than I imagin'd he had But 


who have we here! my old acquaintance, and for- 
mer neighbour Goody Buſy ! 


G. BUSY. 
- Bleſs me, Mr. Jonathan! is it you! why you are 
ran gely grown; almoſt out of my knowledge. 
But a am glad to ſee thee, with all my heart. 


JONATHAN. 
I beg your pardon, but I muſt ſalute you. 
G. BUSY. 


- "Tis. what we are us'd to at chriftenings,—Pray 
let it go round. 


JONATHAN. 
With all my heart. [ Kifes the re. 
G. COSTIVE. 


pretty civil foung man truly. I have known 
ſome 5 ill-bred fellows refuſe to do their 
duty by a woman, becauſe ſhe was in years, 
G. BUSY. 


But where haſt been all this while; and what 
bufineſs doſt follow? 


JONATHAN. 
As you ſee, I ſerve à gentleman, 
G. BUSY, 
Are you married? 
JONATHAN. 


My maſter is a ſingle man, and won't keep any 
body that 1s married 1n his family, 


9 4 G. Busr. 
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| G. B U S . " 

Ay, ſhame take theſe gentlefolks; they would 
have every body as bad as themſelves. That mutt 
be a ſad houſe, that has never an honeſt woman 
in it. | 

JONATHAN. 
We live as they do in moſt batchelors families, 
very lovingly. While my maſter is entertaining 
the houſe-keeper in his chamber, I am as civil to 
the cook-maid in the garter. 
G. BUSY, 

O ſad, O fad! what pity it is that young men 
ſhould ſpend their time tall with naughty 
women; when, were they honeſtly married, they 
might in a lawful way do much good in their gene- 
ration. If you have any thoughts of marriage, 


I have a widow in my eye, that would do very 


well for you. - She has ſomething to bring you to, 

and is under thirty I aſſure you. While her huſ- 
band was in health, ſhe brought him a child every 
year; but I don't know how it fell out, he grew 
weary of her, and, as it is ſappos'd, thooght to 
have kill'd her with kindneſs : but as it always hap- 
pens in thoſe caſes, he did his own buſineſs inſtead 
of hers, he fell into a conſumption—and dy'd 
about a month ago. 

J ONATHAN, 

No, Goody Buſy, that will never do for me; a 
wanton young widow for a wife, and a ſ{kittiſh horſe 
for a long journey, are two the moſt troubleſome 
thing sa man can meet withal. 


G. BUSY. 
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0 G, BUSY, 


Perhaps you would rather have a maid; Truly 
chey are tickliſh things, and I don't much care to 
meddle or make with em. But Ido know of a 
farmer's daughter, that will fit you toa hair, Her 
father is a ſufficient man, and will ſtock a farm for 
you. *Tis true, indeed, ſhe has had one child ; 
for am a woman of integrity, and would not de- 
ceive any body in theſe matters for the world, 
They did not marry her ſoon enough. But ſhe'll 
make an excellent ſtirring wife, I'll warrant her. 

JONATHAN, | 

A maid that has had a child, is worſe than a wi- 
dow that's paſt it. I don't like any body that you 
have propos'd half ſo well as yourſelf. 

G. BUSY, ; 
Now out upon you, for an idle pack. Why thou 
naughty, wanton, young knave, what would'ft 


thou do with me? heaven help me, I am old, and 
ft for nothing. 


JONATHAN. 


Let me ak you a few queſtions, and you'l find 
you are fit for every thing. 


G. BUSY. 
Well, come on then. 


AIR II. (Canſt thou not weave Bonelace. 


Jon. T hou canſt do houſewife's work ! 
G. Buſy. Tea, by'r lady, that I can. 
Jon. Whip and ftitch with a jerk? 
G. Buſy, Tea, as well as any one. 


x ; Jon. 
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Jon. Canſt thou not bake and brew ? 

G. Buſy. Tea, by'r lady that I can. 

Jon. 2 And do the other thing too ? 

G. Buſy. _ Out, you're naughty: get you gone. 
Jon. Thou can break jefts, and fing? 

G. Buſy. Tea, by'r lady that I can. 

Jon. Caper and dance with a ſpring ? 

G. Buſy. Tra, as well as any one, 


WELFORD, SILVIA, JONATHAN, 
G. BUSY, G. COSTIVE, &. 


| G. BUSY. 
Come neighbours, our friends at farmer Wel- 
ford's expect us.—There is ſomething of conſe- 


quence to be done; he woud'n't fend for us for no- 
thing.—A wedding, I hope; old folks drop of 
apace, but if the young ones would marry, and be 
induſtrious, the world might ſtill be increaſing. 


By honeſt love alone the world's upheld, 
Death can't deſtroy ſo faſt as love can build. 


SCENE VI. 
WELFORD, SILVIA, axv JONATHAN. 


5 inne 
I have obtained my father's leave to receive the 
letter you have brought. Whether the contents 


may require or deſerve an anſwer, I ſhall take time 
to conſider, I have no more to ſay, 


SCENE 
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SCENE Vn. 


WELFORD axd JONATHAN. 
[Silvia gives the Letter to Welford who reads it.] 
WEIL. FORD. 
See, my Silvia, the picture of a mind ſtruggli 
benen 9 — —— and the love © . — 
Yet he entreats to ſee thee in ſuch terms, as might 
move weak minds to pity him. [Gives her the Leiter. 
SILVIA. | 

If pity be a weakneſs, I am, ſure, the weakeſt 
of my ſex ; but yet I fear to ſee him. 
3 WELFORD. 

His baſe attempt on thee, his avow'd averſion to 
marriage, and the ruin of the daughter of that ho- 
neſt ſtranger whom we entertain'd, all fhew, the 
juſtice of thy fear. 

| SILVIA. 

That men ſhould know vice to be an evil, 
the pain it gives, and yet cheriſh the monſter that 
deſtroys their peace. | 

WE-LFORD, 

I have ſworn never to expoſe thee to be again in- 
ſulted by that licentious man, Yet I cannot but 
wiſh he had not render'd himſelf utterly unworth 
of thee. But 1 have given him up. You ſhall 
have ample ſatisfaction for all the wrongs you have 
ſuffer'd. 

f SILVIA. 

If you can entertain a thought of vengeance, 
how are you chang'd, my father! 
WELFORD. 
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WELFORD. 
Hereafter thou wilt know me better. 


SILVIA. 


Whither have you ſent the ſtranger and his wiſe? 
whither are you going with the people that you ſent 
for? O, fir, forgive my fears. Urg'd by your love 
for me, you ruſh on to certain ruin. * ; 


Whatever becomes of me, you are the care of 
heaven, [ Exit. 
- SILVIA. 


I never knew him tranſported thus before. He's 
going to Sir John, and will certainly provoke him 
to his undoing. Inſtruct me, heaven, what 1 ſhall 
do to ſave him. | 


AIR IU. (When Flora ſhe had deck'd.) 
O gracious heaven, lend a friendly ray, 
o guide my fieps, in darkneſs lo; 
From wirtut's precept, never let me firay, 


But guide me ſafely thro) this dreary . 


| 4 * 

„ u 4, 
Aer math, 

Let me reſign 

My uſeleſs breath into the hand: of deaths 
For while I live there is no grief like mine. 


SCENE IX 
A Room in Six Joan's Houſe. Six Joan reading 
at a Table. 
Tis hard a rooted love to diſpoſſeſs ; 
Tis hard, but you may doit ne'ertheleſs, 


In 
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In this your ſafety does conſiſt alone: 
If poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A poem on a dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! 
hey bo! 


SCENE X. 
SIR JOHN and BETTY. 


"BETTY. 


There he ſits, poring o'er a book, which he no 
more minds, than he does me.— Sir, did you call? 


[ Sir Jobn throws the a . 
SIR JOHN. 
Who's there; Betty? come hither. Why you 
look very amiable to-day, Betty, 
BETTY. 
O laud, fir, you make me blaſh, 


SIR JOHN. 


Betty, fill me ſome wine. The large glaſs, and 
ll it up. 


BETTY. 
"mm fir. 
ain on 1374 
My love to you, Betty. 
| BETTY. 
Thank you, fir. 
. $IR -JOHN. 
Fill yourſelf, and pledge me. 
BETTY. 


He's coming about again, I ſee. — Your health, 
a, —If * would but drink a few more * ; 


| 
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for when he beg drank moſt, he always took moſt 


SIR JOHN. 


C 25 and ſend the lady that L home 
wich me laſt night. 


BETTY. 
Sir, cou'dn't I I. 1—1— 
SIR JOHN. 
What is it you would ſay 
BETTY. 
Fs nog fr, that, di- dan't know where to 


SIR JOHN. 


| Muſt I be plagu'd with your impertinence too! 
go, ſend her to me, or leave the houſe yourſelf. 


| BETT Y- | 
O fathers! I can't bear it! I would I could ſend 
the devil to fetch you both. Aci. 
SCENE XL 
SIR JOHN. 


AIR LIII. (In Kent, fo fam'd of old.) 


In vain, in vain I rove, 
Wine, wit, and women prove, 
My anguiſh to remove, | 
P m till a lover. * 
And if, to eaſe my pains, 
I put on marriage chains, 
Leve, that conſtraint diſdains, 
Vill foon be over. 


3 SCENE 


FLY 


£# A. 


THE COUNTRY BURIAL. 
TO Naa 
SIR JOHN axv JONATHAN. 


JONATHAN. 
Sir, I delivered your letter to Mrs. Silvia. 


SIR JOHN, 
"Tis well. 


SCENE XI. 
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axoBETTY. 
SIR JOHN. 


You need give yourſelf no further trouble to look 
for the lady. P11 go and find her myſelf. 


SCENE XIV. 
JONATHAN AN BETTY. 
BETTY. 


How, Jonathan here! this fool loves me how- 
ever, I'll divert myſelf, by teazing him.—So 


Sir. 


JONATHAN. 


So Madam. 
BETTY. 
Captain, methinks you look very ſcurvily after 
yourlaſt defeat. 


JONATHAN. 
Now I think you look like a dealer in ſecond 
hand goods, who having outſtood your market, re- 


pents, and would ſain be turning the penny at any 
rate. i 


BETTY. 


nas ——ůů — ů ů ů ů¶ ¶ ů *—r* Ü 2 — — 
1 - 
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BETTY, 

Ha, ha, how vex'd he is! but it would fret any 
man, who going with flying colours to take pol- 
ſeſhon of a Forte ſhould find the gates ſhut againſt 
him. 

JONATHAN. 


No you want to be attack'd, only for an excuſe 
0 ſurrender. But you may keep your tottering 


tenement till it tumbles about your cars, for Jona- 
chan. | 


"BETTY. 
Poor filter I ſee he's horrible uneaſy. But 
what woman can deny herſelf the pleaſure of tyran- 
nizi 1 ſhe has it in her power ? To be ſure, 


Jona you can never forget your laſt diſappoiut- 
ment. 
AIR LIV. (There was a Knight was drunk 


with Wine.) 


He feiz'd the laſs, trembling all ver, 
| On ftorming bent, no Ste, Sir ; 
But fe ſlipt — within the door, 
And the fool was ſhut without, Sir; 
Jon. But ſoon repents ſbe c er ſaid nay, 
Aud finds herſelf the fool, Sir, 
* For ſ that c not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe we'd, Sir. Going. 


Betty. But Jonathan, Jonathan. 


Jon. But Se that wou'd not when mays 
yon She ſhall not when ſhe wo Sir. 
Sure you be'nt in earneſt. | 
. _— ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may 
be ſhall not when ſhe wou'd, dirs 


SCENE 


K 
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SCENE XV, 

| BETTY, 

O the impudent, pert; conceited puppy! to 

leave me before he has had me! why he's worſe 


than Sir John, I am like t6 have a fine time on't 
truly, between *em both ! 


AIR LV. (The Sun was juſt ſetting.) 


Hoxw kind was 1 us'd, ere this Lettice came bere | * 
But to be refur d, fure no woman can bear. | 
By the maſter forſalen, I'm ſtorn'd by the man ; 
How was I miſtaken in truſting Sir Toh! © 
For he lid me, I grinbltd, 
He preſ#'d me, 1 ſtumbled, 
He puſb d me, I tumbled, 
But fill he puſhed on. 
But fince that flut's coming In left and undone. 
But fince, &c. | 
But if I dow't plague him for ſerving meſo, 8 
May I be worſe tumbled, worſe puſb d, and worſe 
jumbled, 
Where-ever, '<vht#e-toer T go. 


Another Room in Sir John's Houſe. 
SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY, PLOUGH: 
SHARE, anv DOROTHY: 
5 SIR JOHN: 
perhaps it mayn't be agreeable to the lady, to be 
R 5m 0 your curioſity. | | 
TIMOTHY. 
Sir, che happiness of our lives depends on fud- 
Ing our child. And, as we are inform d, ſhe's here. 
Vor, . G SCENE 


— 
ä , Ads - 4 22 


— „ „ 22 — * „* * 
* 


ois on, 


SCENE XVI. 


SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY, PLOUGHSHARE, 
- DOROTHY, and LETTICE f/nging. 
$6 LETTICE, 
My father, mother, and Ploughſhare here! 
what will become of me ! 
SIR JOHN. 
Stay, child ; whither are you going ? 
LETTICE., 
O dear, dear ſir!— 
| TIMOTHY, 
Ay, here ſhe is; and no doubt but all the reſt we 
have been told is as true. 
PLOUGHSHARE. 
Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have you been doing ? 


you ve ſpun a fine thread truly, We ſhall have the 


CANES you ſhortly. 
err. 
o child, you'll break my heart. 
DOROTHY. 
Will ſhe? but I'll break her neck firſt. 
a LETTICE. 
O dear Sir John, ſave me, ſave me, or I ſhall be 
torn to pieces. | 
PLOUGHSHARE. 


How fine the flut is! and how familiar with the 


OT 
rion, 0 


DOROTHY. 


tis certainly ſo. Oh you impudent car- 
be the death of you, 


" TIMOTHY. 


=. 


FO wi 
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TIMOTHY. 


To find my girl ruin'd, is worſe than never to 
have found her at all. | 


ATR LVI. (Hear me weep and wail.) 


Welcome endleſs grief, 
Farewell my goo/e and ſheers for ever, ever. 
Can 1 find relief no neVer, newer. 

For grief, from N ariſing, 
New pains is ftill deviſing © 
Allarts muſt fail, 
Diftra&ion prevail, * 


My brain tis now ſurprizing =—prizing. 


SIR JOHN. 

Friends have patience. What's paſt can't be 
recalled, but I'm ready to make you any ſatisfaction 
that's in my power, h 

DOROTHY. 

Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin'd the wench. 
The blame and ſhame muſt now fall all upon her 
own head; whereas, had ſhe been married, you 
know *twould have fall'n upon her huſband's. 

PLOUGHSHARE., 
But who do you think will have her now ? 


AIR LVII. (Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes. 


Cord you return her true and chaſte, 
I'd meet her with a bridegroom's hafte; 
But fence, from you, ſhe's learn d. ſuch ill, 
To hate her ſpouſe, 
Or arm his brows, 


Keep her, for me, Sir, keep her ftill. 


G 2 Lxxrriex. 
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LETTICE. 

O dear! what muſtI do? My father will break 
his heart; my mother will beat my brains out; 
and that monſter, Ned Ploughſhare, will make me 
the May-game of the whole pariſh. 


PLOUGHSHARE, 
Don't call me monſter: I'm none of your huſ- 
band: ſo keep your tongue to yourſelf. 
ES + Www 6-2 
T won't ; *tis all along of you that this has hap- 
pen'd. You always knew that I hated you, and 


yet you would have had me whether I would or 
Oh 


DOROTHY. 


Ves, hufly, he would have made an honeſt wo- 


man of you; but you muſt be a gentlewoman, 
muſt you ? 


AIR LyII. (A Nymph of the Plain.) 


So true, and fo kind, 
To whatt er you inclin'd, 
To whate er you inclin'd, 
He had never deny ; 
But with joy bad comply d. 
To have made you his wife, 
Aud obey'd all bis life ; . 
Tn a manner % /oft, fo enga ing, and faveet, 
A weill might perſuade you bir paſſion to meet. 


0 TIMOTHY, . 
Wife, I never approved of your forcing the 
_ girl's inclinations, and now you ſee what it's come 

to, * 8 | 


SIR 


- S 
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81x JOHN. 
Friend; you ſeem an honeſt inoffenſive man, 


which aggravates my remorſe for having wrong'd 
you. 


AIR LIX, (Young Philoret and Celia met.) 
Let. Regard my tears, diſpel my fears, 


PII neer offend you more. 

Tim. The ſimple groom, the ſteed being gone, 
So ſhuts the flable door. 

Let. Pity my fain. 

Tim. My pity's vain. 

Let. My folly I deplore. 

Tim. Fame that's loft, and time that's paſt, 

Let. What power can reftore ? 

Ambo. Fame that”: left, and time that”s feft, 

| What power can reftore ? 


$1R JOHN, 

What good-natur'd man, that was but a ſpecta- 
tor in this ſcene, but muſt be mov'd ? I thought, 
till now, the general love of women conſiſtent 
with generoſity, honour, and humanity. —Falſe 
and deſtructive principle! By this ſingle act of 
mine, how many innocent perſons have I injur'd! 
the woman, too the eafineſs with which ſhe gave 
up her honour, makes her, tho' pitied, yet de- 
ſpis'd,. even by me the author of her ruin. 


SCENE XVII. 
To them, JoxaTHan; whiſpers SIR Jonn. 


SIR JOHN. 
Ha !- Silvia, ſaid you? ſure you miſtake ! 


G 3 | Joxar HAN, 


. "pw 
—— > 
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JONATHAN. 

No, Sir; ſhe's in the next room, and deſires to 

ſee you. | 


SIR JOHN. 

Fly then, and conduct her in.— Good people, 
an affair of conſequence obliges me to beg you 
would leave me for the preſent. If you pleaſe to 
wait in the next room, when that's diſpatch'd, Pl! 
ſend for you again. 


SCENE XIX. 
SIR JOHN any SILVIA. 


SIR JOHN. 

She's here, whom moſt I wiſh to ſee; and yet, 
ſuch is the power of guilt, I dare not look upon 
her. Could I have thought her fight wou'd ever 
give me pain ?—But, like a wretch remov'd at 
once from impenetrable darkneſs into the mid- 
day blaze, I ſicken at the cheerful light, and fain 


would ſhun a brightneſs that glads all eyes but 


mine. 
| SILVIA. | 
O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy maid : had 
heaven required me to have dy'd, to have ſhewn 
my duty to the beſt of parents, the pain had been 
far leſs; but filial piety commands me to live, and 


interpoſe between your power, and the weakneſs 


of my good, but incens'd father, 
AIR LX. (I'm Ormond the brave.) 


Your heavieſt reſentment, ah ! let me, let me bear. 
In pity to his age, my reverend father ſpare : 

Toil, want, — all you can inflit, I will not ſhun ; 
But auben I think that he may be, for wretched me, 


xndone, 


O, hb! SCENE 
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SCENE XX. 


SIR JOHN, SILVIA, axv WELFORD. 


WELFORD., 


O Silvia! never, till now, had I cauſe to bluſh 
for any act of thine.— Riſe, nor offer that incenſe 
to an idol, which heaven alone is worthy of, and 
which, were he not loſt to ſhame, as well as ho- 
nour, he might bluſh to receive, 


SILVIA, 


Condemn me not; can any ſubmiſhon be t 
low to ſave from ruin ſuch a parent? ſtill let me 
kneel, 


WELFORD. 
Heaven, and all that's juſt on earth, forbid it. 


SIR JOHN, 

Confounded and amaz'd, I had not power to 
raiſe her from the. earth. — O Silvia !—Welford ! 
cou'd you ſee my heart! how deep my contrition! 
how ſincere my torrow ! you would no longer fear, 
[To Silvia. ] nor you be angry, [To Welford.] Vice 
in all its genuine deformities, I've juſt beheld. 
Virtue, in all its charms, I ſee in you - Receive 
2 returning prodigal to your arms; forgive, and 
make me happy. — Let the prieſt, by honourable, 
holy marriage, give me a juſt poſſeſſion of thy 
charms, and join me to virtue, and to thee, for 
ever, 


| SILVIA. 

I came to beg your favour for my father, not a 
huſband for myſelf. You once thought me mean 
enough to barter my innocence and virtue, for 
your wealth ; ſhould I now conſent to marry you, 
might it not be juſtly ſuſpected that my former re- 

4 ſentment 
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ſentment was not from the love of virtue and con. 
tempt of riches, but artifice, to make the betrer 
terms? Virtue is heaven's beſt gift: nor have they 
more than the appearance of it, who ſubmit to the 
leaſt impptation on their fame, for wealth, or 
power; or love, more tempting to a generous mind, 
Think it not pride in me, to refuſe an obligation 
to the man who would have robb'd me, of all that 
diftinguiſh*d me from the vileſt of her ſex. 


SIR JOHN. 

To have my love and admiration increas'd, 
what gives me deſpair, is a puniſhment (tho? juſt) 
that 1s inſupportable. 

AIR LXI. (Minuet.) 

With pity gracious bheaw'n et ..: 
T, — 2 how — 4 adareſi d 

Celeftial fair, 

O joath my care! 
And, as my heaven on earth I view thee; 
Lopeh creature, 

Pride of nature, 


Teach me (lite beaver) boxw to aue thee, 
$'ITL. VIA: 
J pardon, pity, and love thee —— 
$8  $1R JOHN. 
. O charming ſounds !— So heayen chears a de- 
ſpairing ſinner, with the ſweet voice of mercy, 
SILVIA, 


© But heaven, when it pardons, appears above re- 
Ward, by conferring obligations. That is not in 

y power. — To retuſe them is, and in that 1 am 
. Farewell for ever. — Tis hard- but 


Virtue, prudence and my fame require it. There- 
3 fore, 
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fore, farewel for ever. If your return to virtue 

be ſincere, you have a miltreſs who will ne'er for- 

ſake you; but, ever blooming, crown your days and 

nights with joy—when I am. duſt. 
Six Joann [| Falling-on Welford"s neck.) 

O Welford, Welford ! muſt I loſe her?” You 
lov'd me once. Is there no remains of pity left ? 
Can you behold me ſinking, and yet refuſe a friend- 
ly hand to ſave me? 


WzLrorD. [Embracing bin.] 


Heaven forbids me nat to pity, love, and in the 
anguiſh of my ſoul, weep o'er thee, my ngw dear- 
er than ever, tho* too unhappy fon. 

SIR JOHN. 

Did not you call me ſan? O that I.were! to be 

your ſon, is all the happineſs my ſoul. aſpires to. 
WELPORD. 

Too ſoon you'll find that name includes the 
worſt of miſeries, certain deſpalr.— But, to the 
buſineſs of my coming. 


SCENE XXI. 


SIR JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY, 
G. COSTIVE, JONATHAN, BETTY, Ge. 


Eros. 

Goody Buſy, and the reſt of my friends who 
came with me, pray, walk: in. Now let all here 
attend and witneſs to the truths I am about to utter; 
and you, unhappy youth, prepars to hear the moſt 
ſurprizing change of fortune, like a man. Von 
are not whom you ſeem, and whom you think 
yourſelf, Sir John Freeman, Baronet, and rightful 
poſſeſſor of a fair eſtate, but an innocent * 

an 


| | SILVIA; OR, 
and uſurper of another's right, and my unhap 


STEVIA. 
What can my father mean? 
: G. BUSY. 
This is the ſtrangeſt tory that ever I heard of. 
8 SIR JOHN. 
Welford, to invent a tale fo vile, and fo abſurd, 
to make me deſpair of Silvia, as being her brother, 
as unworthy of your good ſenſe and former probity. 
WELFORD., 


I will not thank you for your aſſent to the truth 


of what I affirm. This excellent lady is not my 
daughter, byt the much wrong'd Angelica Free- 
man, the fole ſurviving child of the late Sir John 
Freeman, and heireſs to his large eſtate,— I read 
wonder and ſurprize in every face. — You look for 
proofs. — Goody Buſy, you ſery'd Sir John Free- 
man's lady, and my wife, as midwife, 
G BUSY, 
'That I did, to be ſure. 


2 WELFOR D. 
Ho many children had each! 
G. BUSY, 

Two, a ſon and a daughter, I ſhall never forget 
it : they lay-in both times together, and your wife 
nurſed Sir John's children ? | 

| WELFORD, | 

All this is true ; but was there any thing remark- 
able upon the body of Sir John's ſon when born ? 

G. BUSY, 
No, but yours was mark'd under the left breaſt 


with a bunch of grapes, the fruit, leaves, and 
| ſtalks, 
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ſtalks, all in their proper ſhape and colour, as if 
they had been growing on the vine. 
Six Joux. [Opening his breaſt.) 
Here is the indelible mark, viſible and fair, as 
when the ſeal of heaven impreſt it firſt, to diſtin» 
guiſh the impoſtor from the rightful heir. 


WELFORD. 
Too well I know it. ; 
SILVIA. 
If this gentleman be your ſon, how could his 
birth WY Ah conceal'd ſo long? | 
WELFORD, 


That - with my own ſhame I am now to diſcover. 
— My wife, while unmarry'd, attended on the 
mother of this lady, then a virgin, and ſo far was 
ſhe honour'd with her confidence, that ſhe liv'd 
with her rather as a ſiſter or companion than a ſer- 
vant; after her marriage to Sir John, and my wife's 
to me, the honour of their friendſhip was continu'd; 
for I was happy in Sir John's, as my wife was in 
his lady's. —That we had the ſame number of chil- 
dren and of the ſame age and ſex, and that my 
wife was entruſted with the care of theirs, you have 
heard already. Soon after the birth of this lady, 
a war breaking out, Sir John, who had an honour- 
able poſt in the army, went for Flanders : I at. 
tended him thither, and (as I had formerly done) 
ſerv'd under him as a volunteer.—In this our ab- 
ſence, a fever madedreadfulravage in this partof the 
country, —Of it dy'd Sir John's lady, and quickly 
after his ſon, (who was then at my houſe) and my 
daughter. — My wife taking the Fo Lene of the la- 
dy's death, — our abſence, reported that the ſon 
who dy'd was ours; and the ſurviving one (truly 

; ours) 
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ours) was SirJohn's--Our daughter whody'd was by. 
"ried as his; and his, this lady, was reputed and edu- 
cated as our own— The fraud was never ſo much 
as ſuſpocted by Sir John, nor any other perſon, my- 
ſelf excepted I indeed, by obſervations, which 
none elſe had opportunity to make, ſoon found it 
out, and charg'd my wife with it; ſhe confeſs'd 
it, and to my ſhame prevail'd upon me to conceal 
what I could never approve.— She dy'd before Sir 
John, and never liv'd to ſee her fon. poſleſs'd of 
the honour and wealth, which ſhe by ſuch wicked 
means had endeavour'd to procure for him. — Thro' 
heav*n's mercy I hope ſhe refts in peace. But 
what have been my tortures ever ſince I conſented 
to conceal the guilty fecret ! — Stung hourly with 
remorſe, I attempted to do her juſtice and conceal 
my ſhame, by eſſecting a marriage between her 
_ and my ſon; but heaven, that refos'd the impet- 
ſect ſatisſaction, and condemn'd the fraud, has, 
you ſee, made vain the fond attempt, nor would 
ſuffer her to receive that as another's gift, which is 
her own proper right. 

4 SIR JOHN. 

And long may ſhe enjoy it. —I have not fo ill 
profited by ker bright example as to repine at a 
change of fortune, ſo juſt, and ſo much to the 
advantage of this wondrous pattern of all that's 
excellent in womankind. | 


SILVIA. 
Four jaſtice, and the moderation of your fon, 


ates me more than theſe unthought of, undeſired 


riches: can. I ever forget your more than paternal 
kindneſs and affection ? 


: WELFORD. 
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WELFORD. 

Spare me the confuſion, that your goodneſs gives 

me; look not ſo tenderly, nor ſpeak fo kindly, 

but treat me as your injuries and my crimes deſerve. 
SILVIA, 

The crime was another's. —Your former tender- 
neſs and preſent juſtice, thoꝰ to the diſadvantage of 
me ſon, is all your own.—lf you forſake me now, 

am indeed an orphan - Riches have ſnares, and 
youth without a guide is expos'd to many dangers 
— be full my father. 


 _WELFORD, 
Thy own worthy father, were he living, could 
neyer love thee more. But to be thy father is im- 
poſſible. | 
SILVIA, 


This is your ſon.— Let me be his, and you are 
kill my father. 


SIR JOHN. 408 

Do I indeed behold her heavenly face, all clad 
in ſmiles, and kindly bent on me? do I indeed 
hear her harmonious voice pronounce me happy ? 
— Or does my flatt'ring fancy, to ſootk def; ir, 
form images that have no exiſtence ? 


| WELFORD. 

Bleſs her, bleſs her, heaven! and as you have 
made her the beſt, make her the happieſt of her 
ſex.— Never did I taſte joys fincere till now. 

SILVIA, 

This furprizing diſcovery unmade—had I con- 
ſented to have been yours the diſintereſtedneſs 
of my love and virtue could never have been known. 
Heaven has made our duty and our intereſts 

Fs one. 
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one. I may now without reproach give my hand, 

where before I had given my heart. | Betty weep... 
| JONATHAN. 

What, in tears, Betty ! 

BETTY, 

What have I loſt for want of reflecting ſooner ? 
Fd rather have that lady's virtue, than her beauty 
and eſtate. 

JONATHAN, . 

Poor girl Why this is to have it. I remember 
on a certain occaſion [ made you a promiſe of mar- 
riage; if you think it worth claiming, give me 
your hand. 

oy BETTY. 

There it is; if you can forget what's paſt, you 


ſhall have no reaſon to complain of my conduct for 


the future. 
AIR LXI. (Ah how ſweet's the cooling Breeze.) 
Sir John. Oh how feveet, 
| All over charms, 
To bleſs my arms, 
p T by generous virtue all vice defeating. 
Sil. All compleat and pure s my joy, 
| Without alloy by - 
With tranſport unu/\ om is beating. 
Sir John. Deareſt treaſure * M 
Sil. O Joy beyond meaſure ! 
Sir John, This truly is pleaſure. 
7. e follies adieu. 
Both. ie deareſt ! 
: compleat and pure i my j 
Without alloy ; 2 


de With tranſport unuſual my boſom . 


Sir 
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Sil. 


Both. 


Love gently firing, 
And ſoftly inſpirin 


Ob deareſt : 


Sir John. Panting, defiring, 1 1 virtue pur ſue. 
/ 


All compleat and pure s my joy, 


Without alloy 


White hours approach, andthe black are retreating. 


Ay, this is as 


G. BUSY, 
it ſhould be —I could even ery for 


joy, to ſee that there is ſo much honeſt love left in 


the world, 


tune by your generoſity, I hope 


sin JOHN. 
Reclaim'd by your virtue, and reſtored to for- 


you'll take it as a 


proof of my ſincerity, that I confeſs myſelf con- 
cern'd for the diſtreſs brought upon an honeſt man 


and his family by my folly. 


to 


SILVIA. 


Your concern is juſt and generous, like the man 
[ hope ever to find you——But have I given myſelf 


of it as you pleaſe. 


Jonathan, ſe 


SIR 


pay my obligation, 
| SCENE XXII. 
R JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY, 


G. COSTIVE, Cc. TIMOTHY, LETTICE,. 


DOROTHY, &.. 


Unhappy 


SIR 


JOHN. 


nd Lettice and her friends hither. 
O madam, the longeſt life wou'd be too ſhort to 


JOHN. 

girl, I wiſh it was in my power to make 

jou ample ſatisfaction for the injury I've done ond 
| | ut 


you, and not my fortune? all is yours; diſpoſe 
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but ſince that is impoſſible, I will ſettle ſomething 


on your father, in truſt for you, that, managed 


with prudence, may fecure you from the fears of 
poverty, the rock on which you ſplit before. You, 


Sir, I hape will continue with us. — The farm late- 
ly tenanted by my father, with your conſent, ma- 
dam, I beſtow on this honeſt man, for the purpoles 
before mentioned. 

| SILVIA. 


And way it anſwer your intentions, which if it 


does, we may hereafter give *em further proofs of 


our regard for their welfare. 
4 TIM. DOR. LET, 
Heaven blefs you both. 
| STR JOHN. 
Lettice, as all never ſee you more, take this 


advice with you. — Keep this lady's example in 


view, and you may yet excel in virtue many of 
ſex, who having never err'd in the manner 


vou have done, look on your fault as hs tn 
forgot. 


Nor ſhall you, Betty, or Jonathan, 
| JONATHAN. | | 


Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have re- 


ſalved to take one another for better for worſe. 
& SIR JOHN, 


ſome proviſion IH make for you. 
' WELFORD., 


Son, not foreſeeing this happy event, I ſent for 


the tenants to attend, that upon making the diſbo- 
very they might be ready to pay their duties to this 
lady, upon her — of her eſtate. | 


ES bets | 81 


S8 a» 


That 1 do approve it, you ſhal-find by the kand- 
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SIR JOHN. 


Madam, what think you of inviting 'em in, to 
partake of the general joy ? 


By all means. 


SILVIA. 


A DANCE. 


AIR LXII. (Dutch Skipper.) 


Gaff, Gabb. Such virtue poſſeſſing, 


Wel. 


Tim. 


Includes ev*ry bleſſing, 
Ex ry bleſſing 
. Oar mortal tate can know, 
Such bright examples firing, 
Each gen'rous ſoul inſpiring, 


Inſpiring, 
We ſcorn the world below. 
With pleaſure while we gan, 


Transform'd, our ſouls aue raiſe, 
For wirtue beheld the mind renews. 


So the ſun, for ever bright, 
Communicates his light, 
And adorn:everyobjeFthat he views. 
CHORUS. 


Since truth to the mind her own likeneſs reflets, 
Makes known our defect, makes known our defects; 
Since truth to the mind her own likeneſs reflets, 
. Let none the juſt mirror deſpiſe. 
What virtue /o bright but reſlection improves, 
Or folly fo tubborn, but what it removes ? 

Refle, be happy, and wiſe. 


. 4 


THE END. 
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(> This opera appearing in rehearſal tco long for on- 
night's entertainment, ſome ſcenes have been ſhorien'd 
and airs omitted. 


NV. B. Ack. III, Page 61. for Scene IX, X, XI, 
XII, XIII. read as follows: 

A Room in Six Jonn's Houſe, Stix Joux diſce- 
| ver d at a table, reading. 8 
Tis hard a rooted love to diſpoſſeſs; 
Tis hard, but you may do it ne'ertheleſs. 
In this your ſafety does confift alone: 
If poſlible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A poem on a dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! 
Hey ho !—This Welford's daughter has taken fo 
ſtrong hold of my mind, that books are uſeleſs to 
me. [Lays afidq the book.) O Silvia, Silvia! thou 
haſt too ſtrongly poſſeſs*'d my heart, ever to be diſ- 
lodg'd.—The poſſeſſion of other beauties only fires 
my imagination with thoſe joys thou alone art ca- 
pable to impart.—I have made thee an ungtateful 
return to a difintereſted paſſion, and made thee ſuf- 
fer for what I ought to adore thee, That virtue, 
which lendeavour'd to ſubdue, has made me cap- 
tive ; and I know not if the grace of beauty, or 
the moſt ſhining ornament of thy ſex, influences 
moſt. — I have wronged thee and — am unjuſt. But 
Fil acknowledge and repair my fault. 

Enter JownaTran. 
Jou: Sir, I bave delivered your letter. 
is Joann. And whatanſwer? | 

Jox. Her eyes deliver'd the greater part; but her 
tongue ſaid it requir'd none. 

Sin Joux. Ha?—Whither am I going ?—whi- 
ther but to Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia; 
to implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, to vow 
eternal love, eternal truth. 

AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw, &c. 
_ Reign, Silvia, reign, Cc, as in Page 46. Exit, 
TYALISS 
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SIR, 
F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. Dryden 


has ſomewhere ſaid, the moſt excellent. 
and moſt uſeful kind of writing, the more 
extenſively uſeful the moral of any tra- 


gedy is, the more excellent that piece 
muſt be of its kind. 


Vor.T. „ I hope 


DEDICATION. 


I hope I ſhall not be thought to inſi- 
nuate that this, to which I have preſumed 
to prefix your name, is ſuch; thac de- 
pends on its fitneſs to anſwer the end of 
tragedy, the exciting of the paſſions, in 
order to the correcting ſuch of them as 
are criminal, either in their nature, or 
through their exceſs. Whether the fol- 
lowing ſcenes do this in any tolerable de. 
. gree, is, with the deference that becomes 
one who would not be thought vain, ſub- 
mitted to your candid and impartial jud 


ment. 


What I would infer is this, I think, 
evident truth; that tragedy is fo far from 
loſing its dignity, by being accommoda- 


ted to the circumſtances of the generality 


of mankind, that it is more truly auguſt 
in proportion to the extent of its influ- 
ence, and the numbers that are properly af- 
fected by it: as it is more truly great to 
be the inſtrument of good to many, who 
ſtand in need of our alſiſtance, than to a 

very imall part of that number. 


If 


DEDICATION. 


If princes, &c. were alone liable to 
misfartunes ariſing from vice, or weak- 
neſs in themſelves, or others, there would 
be gaod reaſon for confining the characters 
in tragedy to thoſe of ſuperior rank; but 


ſince the contrary is evident, nothing can 


be more reaſonable than to proportion the 
remedy to the diicaſe. 


I am far from denying that tragedies 
founded on any inſtructive and extraor- 
dinary events in hiſtory, or well invented 
fables, where the perſons introduced are 
of the higheſt rank, are without their ule, 
even to the bulk of the audience. The 
ſtrong contraſt between a Tamerlane and 
a Bajazet may have its weight with an un- 
ſteady people, and contribute to the fix- 
ing of them in the intereſt of a prince of 
the character of the former, when, through 
their own levity, or the arts of deſigning 
men, they are rendered factious and un- 
eaſy, though they have the higheſt reaſon 
to be ſatisfied. The ſentiments and ex- 


ample of a Cato may inſpire his ſpecta- 


A tors 
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tors with a Juſt ſenſe of the value of li- 
berty, when they ſee that honeſt patriot 


prefer death to an obligation from a ty- 
rant, who would ſacrifice the conſtitution 


of his country, and liberties of mankind, 


to his ambition or revenge. I have at- 
- tempted, indeed, to enlarge the province 
of the graver kind of poetry, and ſhould 
be glad to ſee it carried on by ſome abler 
"hand. Plays, founded on moral tales 
in private life, may be of admirable uſe, 
by carrying conviction to the mind with 
ſuch irreſiſtible force as to engage all 
the faculties and powers of the ſoul in 
the cauſe of virtue, by ſtifling vice in its 
*Airſt principles. They who imagine this 
to be too much to be attributed to tra- 
muſt be ſtrangers to the energy 
of that noble ſpecies of poetry. Shake- 
ſpeare, who has given ſuch amazing 
Proofs of his genius, in that as well asin 


comedy, in his Hamlet, has the following 


"Hes. 


1 Had he the motive and the cauſe for paſſion 
%. That Ihave, he would drown the ſage with tears, 
| 66 And 


DE DIC AT ION. 


« And cleave the general ear with - horrid ſpeech; 


« Make mad the guilty, and appall the free, 
« Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
« The very faculty of eyes and ears.“ 


And farther in the ſame ſpeech, 


« Pye heard, that guilty creatures at a play 


« Have, by the very cunning of the ſcene, 
geen ſo ſtruck to the ſoul, that preſently 


1% They have proclaim'd their malefactions. 


Prodigious ! yet ſtrictly juſt, But I ſhall 
not take up your valuable time with my 
remarks : only give me leave juſt to ob- 
ſerve, that he ſeems ſo firmly perſuaded 
of the power of a well-written piece to 
produce the effect here aſcribed to it, as 
to make Hamlet venture his ſoul on the 
event, and rather truſt that than a meſ- 
ſenger from the other world, though it 
aſſumed, as he expreſſes it, his noble 
« father's form,” and aſſured him, that 
it was his ſpirit. * I'll have,” ſays Ham- 
let, Grounds more relative.” 


— * The play's the thing, 
« Wherein I'll catch the conſcience of the king. 


Such 


DEDICATION. 
Such plays are the beſt anſwers to them 


who deny the lawfulneſs of the ſtage. 


Conſidering the novelty of this attempt, 
I thought it would be expected from me 
to ſay ſomething in its excuſe; and I was 
unwilling to loſe the opportunity of ſay- 
ing ſomething of the uſefulneſs of trage- 
dy in general, and what may be reaſon- 
ably expected from the farther improve- 
ment of this excellent kind of poetry. 


Sir, I hope you will not think I have ſaid 
too much of an art, a mean ſpecimen of 
which I am ambitious enough to recom- 
mend to your favour and protection. A 
mind conſcious of ſuperior worth, as 
much deſpiſes flattery, as it is above it. 
Had I found in myſelf an inclination to 
40 contemptible a vice, I ſhould not have 
;Choſen Sir John Eyles for my patron. 
And indeed the beſt written paneꝑyrick, 
though ſtrictly true, muſt place you in a 
_ much inferior to that in which you 


have 
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have long been fixed, by the love and eſ- 


teem of your fellow citizens; whoſe 
choice of you for one of their repreſen- 
tatives 1n parliament has ſufficiently de- 
clared their ſenſe of your merit. Nor 
hath the knowledge of your worth been 
confined to the city. The proprietors in 
the South-Sea company, in which are in- 
cluded numbers of perſons as conſidera- 
ble for their rank, fortune, and under- 
ſtanding, as any in the kingdom, gave the 
greateſt proof of their confidence in your 
capacity and probity, by .chuſing you 
ſub-governor of their company, at a time 
when their affairs were in the utmoſt con- 
fuſion, and their properties in the greateſt 
danger. Nor is the court inſenſible-of 
your importance. I ſhall not therefore 
attempt your character, nor pretend to add 


any thing to a reputation ſo well eſta- 


bliſhed. 
Whatever others may think of a dedi - 
cation, wherein there is ſo much ſaid of 
bother 
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other things, and ſo little of the perſon 

to whom it is addreſſed, I have reaſon to 
believe, that you will the more eaſily par. 
don it on that very account. 


I am, .. 
LA. :: 
Your moſt obedient 


Humble ſervant, | 


GEORGE. LILLO. 


PAROLE 0e U © 
+ Spoken by Mr. CI EIER, Jun. 


H E Tragick Muſe, ſublime, delights to ſhow 

Princes diftreſt, and ſcenes 4 royal wee ; 
In aweful pomp, majeftick to relate 
The fall of nations, or fame hero's fate : 
That ſcepter'd chiefs may by example know 
The ftrange wiciſſitude of things below : 
What dangers on ſecurity attend; 
How pride and cruelty in ruin end : 
Hence Providence ſupreme to know ; and own 
Humanity adds glory to a throme. 

Inte ry former age, and foreign tongurs 
With native grandeur thus the goddeſs ſung. 
Upon car flage, indeed, with wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
Youwe ſometimes ſeen her in an humbler dreſs ; 
Great only in diſtreſs. When ſbe complains | 
In Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway's moving ſtrains, 
T he brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye, 
The abſent pamp, with brighter gems, ſupply» 

Forgive us then, if we attempt to ſhow, 
In arileſi trains, a tale of private woe. a 
A | ondon prentice ruin d is our theme, 
Drawn from the fam d old jong that bears bis name. 
We hope your taſte is not ſo high to ſcorn | 
A moral tale, efteem'd ere you were born ; 
Which for a century of rolling years, 
Has filPd a thouſand thouſand eyes with tears. 

If theughtle/s youth to warn, and ſhame the age 
From vice deſtructi ve, well becomes the lage; 
If this example innocence inſure, 
Prevent our guilt, or by reflection cure; 
If Mikweod's dreadful crimes, and ſad deſpair, 
Commend the wirtue of the goed and fair; 
T art be wanting, and our numbers fail, 
Indulge the attempt in juſtice to the tale, 
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MEN. 
— Mr. Bridgwater. 
Barn Uncle to George. Mr. Roberts. 
George Barnwell. Mr, Cibber, Jun. 
Trueman. : Mr. W. Mills. 
Blunt. Mr. R. Witherhile. 
| WOMEN. | 

Maria, Mrs. Cibber. 
Millwood, Mrs. Butler. 
Lucia. : Mrs. Clar he . 


Officers with their Attendants, Keeper, and Footmen. 


| ul 


SC 5 NE, London, and an adjacent Village. 


=” a 


wm By og 3 er ens og Au 1H 0 


THE 


LONDON MERCHANT: 


OR, THE. HISTORY OF 


GEORGE BARNWELL. 


— 


— 


ACT I. 8CENE I. 


| A Room in Tnokoweoop's Houſe. 
THOROWGOOD axyv TRUEMAN, 
TRUEMAN, ; 
0 IR, the packet from Genoa is arrived. 
- [Gives Letters. 
THOROWGOOD, 


Heaven be prais'd ! 'The ſtorm that threaten'd 
our royal miſtreſs, pure religion, liberty, and laws, 
is for a time diverted ; the Coles and revengeful 
Spaniard, diſappointed of the loan on which he 
depended from Genoa, muſt now attend the flow 
return of wealth from his new world, to — 
his empty coffers, ere he can execute his 2 
invaſion of our happy iſland; by which means 
time is gain'd to — ſuch preparations on our 
part, as may, heav'n concurring, prevent his 


2 or turn the meditated miſchief on him 


Ru RMA N. 

He muſt be inſenſible indeed, who is not affect - 
ed when the ſafety of his country is concern'd. 
Sir, may I know by what means ?—1f I'm too bold-- 
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THOROWGOOD., 


Your curiokity is laudable ; and I gratify it with 


the greater pleaſure, becauſe from thence you may 
learn, how honeſt merchants, as ſuch, may ſometime; 


contribute to the ſafety of their country, as they do 
atall times to its happineſs ; that if hereafter you 


ſhould be tempted to any action that has the ap- 
ce of vice or meanneſs in it, upon reflefting 

upon the dignity of our profeſſion, you may, with 

honeſt ſcorn, reje& whatever is unworthy of it. 


TRUEMAN., 

Shou'd Barnwell or I, who have the benefit of 
your example, by our ill conduct, bring any im- 
putation on that honourable name, we muſt be left 
without excuſe, 

THOROWG OO D. 

You compliment, young man — [Trueman bow: 
refdeAfully.) Nay, I'm not offended. As the 
name of merchant never degrades the gentleman, 
ſo by no means does it exclude him; only take heed 


not to purchaſe the character of complaiſant at the 


expence of your ſineerity. But to anſwer your 
queſtion. The bank of Genoa had agreed, at ex- 
ceſfive intereſt, and on good ſecurity, to advance 
the king of Spain a ſum of money, ſufficient to 
equip his vaſt armado ; of which our peerleſs Eliza- 
beth (more than in name the mother of her people) 
being well informed, ſent Walſingham, her wiſe 


and faithful ſecretary, to conſult the merchants of 


this loyal city; who all agreed to direct their ſeve- 
ral agents to influence, if poſſible, the Genoeſe 
to break their contract with the Spaniſh court. 


Tis done; the ſtate and bank of Genoa, having 


the frien of the merchants of 
London 


maturely weighed, and rightly judged of their true 
intereſt, — Ahe ; 
6 4 
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London to that of a monarch, who proudly ſtyles 
himſelf king of both Indies. | 


TRUEMAN., 


Happy ſucceſs of prudent councils! What an 
expence of blood and treaſure is here ſaved ! ex- 
cellent queen! O how unlike thoſe princes, who 
make the danger of foreign enemies a pretence to 


oppreſs their ſubjects by taxes great and grievous 
to be born, 


THOROWGOQOD, 


Not ſo our gracious queen, whoſe richeſt exche- 
quer is her people's love, as their happineſs her 
greateſt glory. 


TRUEMAN, 
On theſe terms to defend us is to make our pro- 
tection a benefit worthy her who confers it, and 


well worth our acceptance.—Sir, have you any 
commands for me at this time ? 


THOROWGOOD, 


Only look carefully over the files, to ſee whe- 
ther there are any tradeſmens bills unpaid ;. if 
there are, ſend and diſcharge em. We muſt not 
let artificers loſe their time, ſo uſeful to the pub» 
lick and their families, in unneceſſary attendance, 
[Exit Trueman. Enter Maria.] Well, Maria, 
have you given orders for the entertainment? L 
would have it in ſome meaſure worthy the gueſts. 
Let there be plenty, and of the belt; that the 
courtiers may at leaſt commend our hoſpitality. 


MARIA. 


Sir, Thave endeavour'd not to wrong your well- 
xnown generoſity by an ill-tim'd parſimony. 


1 HORO W- 
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 __ THOROWGOOD. 
Nay, *twas a needleſs caution ; I have no cauſe 
to doubt your prudence. 
MARIA. | 
Sir, I find myſelf unfit for converſation ; I ſhould 
but increaſe the number of the company without 
adding to their ſatisfaction. | | 
THOROWGOOD, 
Nay, my child! this melancholy muſt not be 


| Indulged. 


MARIA. 

Company will but increaſe it ; I wiſh you would 
diſpenſe with my abſence; ſolitude beſt ſuits my 
preſent temper. 

THOROWGOOD. 
You are not inſenſible that it is chiefly on your 
account theſe noble lords do me the honour ſo fre- 
gently to grace my board ; ſhou'd you be abſent, 
2 diſappointment may make them repent their 
condeſcenſion, and think their labour loſt. 


MARIA. 


He, that ſhall think his time or honour loſt, in 
viſiting you, can ſet no real value on your daugh- 
ter's company, whoſe only merit is, that ſhe is 
yours. 'The man of quality, who chooſes to con- 
verſe with a gentleman and merchant of your worth 


and character, may confer honour by ſo doing, 
but he loſes none. : 


THOROWGOOD. 


Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you that a 
young gentleman may prefer your converſation to 
mine, yet intend me a difreſpea at all; for tho 
he may loſe no honour in my company, tis very 


2 natural 
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natural for him to expect more pleaſure in yours. I 

remember the time, when the company of the 

reateſt and wiſeſt man in the kingdom would have 

— inſipid and tireſome to me, if it had deprived 
me of an opportunity of enjoying your mother's. 
MARIA. 

Vour's, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; ſor 


generous minds know no pleaſure in ſociety but 
where tis mutual. 


TH ORO WGO OD. 


Thou know'ſt I have no heir, no child but thee: 
the fruits of many years ſucceſsful induftry muſt all 
be thine : now it would give me pleaſure, as 
my love, to ſee on whom you would beſtow it. Iam 
daily ſolicited by men of the greateft rank and me- 
rit for leave to addreſs you; but I have hitherto de- 
clin'd it, in hopes that, by obſervation, I ſhou'd 
learn which way your inclination tends ; for, as I 
know love to be eſſential to happineſs in the mar- 


riage ſtate, I had rather my approbation ſhould 
confirm your choice, than direct it. 


MARIA. 

What can I ſay ? how ſhall I anſwer, as I ought, 
this tenderneſs, ſo uncommon, even in the beit of 
parents? but you are without example ; yet had 
you been leſs indulgent, I had been moſt wretched. 
That I look on the crowd of courtiers that viſit here, 
with equal eſteem, but equal indifference, you 
have obſerved, and I muſt needs confeſs ; yet had 
you aſſerted your authority, and infiſted on a pa- 
rent's right to be obey'd, I had ſubmitted, to 
my duty ſacrifice my peace. 


 THOROW- 
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THOROWGOOD. 

From your perfect obedience in every other in- 
tance, fear'd as much; and r . would 
leave you without a biafs in an affair wherein your 
happineſs is fo immediately concern'd. 

MARIA. 

Whether from a want of that juſt ambition that 
wou'd become vour daughter, or from ſome other 
cauſe, I know not; but I find high birth and titles 
don't recommend the man, who owns them, to my 


affections. 
THOROW GOOD. 

IT would not that they ſhould, unleſs. his merit 
recommends him more. A noble birth and for- 
tune, tho* they make not a bad man good, yet they 
are a real advantage to a worthy one, and place hi: 
virtues in the faireſt light. 

MARIA. 


_ I cannot anſwer for my inclinations; but they 
ſhall ever be ſubmitted to your wiſdom and autho- 


rity; and as you will not compel me to marry 
where I cannot love, love ſhall never make me act 
contrary to my duty—Sir, have I your permiſſion 
to retire ? | | 
THOROWGOOD. 
PII fee you to your chamber. [ Exit. 
SCENE U. 
A Room in Mitiwoond's Honſe, 
MilLwoop at her Toilet. Lucy waiting. 


|  _MILLWOOD, 
How do I look to-day, Lucy ? 


LUCY» 
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LUCY, 


O, killingly, madam! A little more red, and 
you'll be irreſiſtible ! — But why this more chan or- 
dinary care of your dreſs and complexion ? what 
new conquelt are you aiming at? 

MILLWOOD. 
A conqueſt would be new indeed ! 


LUCY, 

Not to you, who make em every day—but to 
me Well! 'tis what Iam never to expet—uafor- 
tunate as I am! — But your wit and beauty 

MILLWOOD, 


Firſt made me a wretch, and ſtill continue me ſo. 
Men, however generous or ſincere to one another, 
are all ſelfiſh hypocntes in their affairs with us. We 
are no otherwiſe eſteemed or regarded by them, but 
2s we contribute to their ſatisfaction; 

LUCY, 

You are certainly, madam, on the wrong fide 
in this argument: is not the expence all theirs ? 
and I am 59 it is our own fault if we han't our 
ſhare of the pleaſure, 

MILLWOOD., 

We are but ſlaves to men. 


LUCY, 


Nay, 'tis they that are ſlaves moſt certainly; for 
we lay them under contribution. 


MILLWOOD. 


Slaves have no property ; no, not even in them- 
lelves. All is the vidor's. : 


LUCY, 


You are ftrangely arbitrary in your principles, 
madam, ws ME e M1LL- 
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MILLWOOD. 

I would have my conqueſt compleat, like thoſe 
of the Spaniards in the new world ; who firſt plun- 
der'd the natives of all the wealth they had, and 
then condemn'd the wretches to the mines for life, 
to work for more. 


LUCY. 


Well, I ſhall never approve of your ſcheme of 
government: I ſhould think it much more politic, 
as well as juſt, to find my ſubjects an eaſier employ- 
ment. 


| MILLWOOD, 

It's a general maxim among the knowing part cf 
mankind, that a woman without virtue, like a 
man without honour or honeſty, is capable of any 
ation, tho” never fo vile: and yet what pains 
will they not take, what arts not uſe, to ſeduce us 
from our innocence, and make us contemptible 
and wicked, even in their own opinions ? Then is 
it notjuſt, the villains, to their coſt, ſhould find 
us ſo? but guilt makes them ſuſpicious, and keeps 
them on their guard; therefore we can take advan- 
tage only of the young and innocent part of the 
ſex, who having never injur'd women, apprehend 
no injury from them. 

LUCY, 

Ay they muſt be young indeed. 

| | MILLWOOD. 

Such a one, I think, I have found. — As I've 
paſſed er city, I have often obſerv'd him re- 
ceiving an ing conſiderable ſums of money : 
from t — 2 
conſequence, 


LUCY. 


ude he is employ'd in affairs of 
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LUCY. 
Is he handſome ? 


MILLWOOD., 
Ay, ay, the ſtripling is well made, and has a 
good face. 


LV er. 
About —- 


MILLWOOD. 
Eighteen. 


LUCY, 

Innocent, handſome, and about eighteen ! — 
you'll be vaſtly 1 if you manage 
well, yon may keep him to yourſelf theſe two or 
three years. 


MILLWOOD, 


If T manage well, I ſhall have done with him 
much ſooner. Having long had a deſign on him, 
and meeting him yetterday, I made a full flop, 
and gazing wiſhfully on his face, aſk'd him his 
name ; he bluſh'd, and bowing very low, anſwer d, 
George Barnwell. I beg'd his pardon for the free- 
dom | had taken, and told him, that he was the 
perſon I had long wiſh'd to ſee, and to whom I had 
an-affair of importance to communicate, at a pro- 
per time and place. He nam'd a tavern ; I calk'd 
of honour and reputation, and invited him to my 
houſe : he ſwallow'd the bait, promis'd to come, 
and this is the time I expect him. { Knocking at the 
Deor.] Some body knocks ;—d'ye hear, I am at 
home to no body to-day, but him. [Exit Lecy.] 
Leſs affairs muſt give way to thoſe of more conſe- 
quence ; aud I am ſtrangely miſtaken if this does 
not prove of great importance to me and him too 
before I have done with him. - Now after what 


manner 


- 
< — ———— 2 
* 1 4 x 8 = 
— d 44 
i ry ws - 


— . Aim I EIT 


| 
| 


112 THE HISTORY OF 


manner ſhall I receive him? let me conſider 
what manner of perſon am I to receive? he is 
young, innocent, and baſhful : therefore I muſt 
take care not to put him out of countenance, at 
firſt, —But then, if L have any ſkill in phyſiognomy, 
he is amorous; and, with a little — will 
ſoon get the better of his modeſty.— I'll c'en truſt 
to nature, who does wonders in theſe matters. — 
If to ſeem what is not, in order to be the better lik'd 


for what one really is; if to ſpeak one thing, and 


mean the direct contrary, be art in a woman —1 
know nothing of nature. 


Enter BarnweLL, bowing very ew. Lucy ata 


diftance. 
MILLWOOD. 
Sir! the ſurprize and joy ! 
BARNWELL. 
Madam! 
MILLWOOD. 
This is ſuch a favour !— A Advancing, 
BARNWELL. 
Pardon me, madam ! 
; MILLWOOD. 
So unhop'd for. [till advances. 
[Baxxwgil ſalutes her, and retires in confuſion, 
 MILLWOOD. 
To ſee you here—Excuſe the confufion ! — 
BARNWELL., 
I fear I am too bold. 
| MILLWOOD. 


Alas, Sir! Imayjuftly apprehend you think me 


{.- Pleaſe, Sir, to fit.—I am as much at 2 
ow 
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how to receive this honour as I ought, as I am ſur- 
priz'd atyour goodneſs in conferring it. 
BARNWE LI. 
I thought you had expected me: I promis'd to 
come. 
MILL WOOD, 
That is the more ſurprizing ; few men are ſuch 
religious obſervers of their word. 
*"BARNWELL, 
All, who are honeſt, are. 


MILLWOOD. 

To one another; but we ſimple women are ſel- 
dom thought of conſequence enough to gain a 
place in your remembrance. 

[ Laying her hand on hit, as by accident, 
einein 

Her diſorder is ſo great, ſhe don't perceive ſhe 
has laid her hand on mine. Heavens! how- ſhe 
trembles! What can this mean! LAAde. 


| MILLWOOD. 2 

The intereft T have in all that relates to you, 
(the reaſon of which you ſhall know hereafter) ex- 
cites my curioſity ;- and, were I ſure you would par- 
don my preſumption, I ſhould defire to know your 
real ſentiments on a very particular ſubject. 


BARNWELL. 
Madam, you may command my poor thoughts 


on * ſubject: II have none that I would con- 
ceal. CL Ip 


MILLWOOD. 
You'll think me bold. 
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BARNWELL. 
No, indeed; 
 - MILLWOOD. 
What then are your thoughts of love ? 
IE BARNWEEL. 

If vou mean the love of women, I have not 
thought of it at all. My youth and circumſtances 
— ſuch thoughts improper in me yet; but ĩf you 
mean the general love we owe to mankind, I think 
no one has more of it in his temper than myſelf. 1 
don't know that perfon in the world, whole happi- 
nes I don't wiſh, and wou'dn't promote, were it in 


my power. In an eſpecial manner I love my uncle 
and my maſter ; but above all my friend. : d 


' MILLWOOD. 
You have a friend then whom you love ? 
BARNWELL : 
| As he does me fincerely. | 
MILLWOOD. 


He is, no doubt, often bleſs d with your compa- 
"y and converſation. 


BARNWELL. 


We live in one houſe, and both ſerve the ſame 
worthy merchant. 
MILLWOOD 


Happy, hippy youth! whoe'er thou art, I en 

thee, and ſo 2 1 who fee and know this dit, 
What have I loſt by being form'd a woman ! I hate 
my ſex, myſelf. —Had I a man, I might per- 
haps have as happy in your friendſhip, as he 
who now enjoys it: but as it 15,,— oh !— | 


BARN- 


BARNWELL, 
I never obſerv'd women before, or this is ſure the 
moſt beautiful of her ſex. [A.] You ſeem dil- 
order'd, madam ! may I know the cauſe ? 
MILLWOOD. 

Do not aſk me I can never ſpeak it, whateyer 
is the cauſe, I wiſh for things impoſſible. I ud 
be a ſervant bound to the ſame maſter, to live in ons 
houſe with you, | 
BARNWELL. 


Ho ſtrange, and yet how kind her words and 
actions are; and the effect they have on me is as 
ſtrange.—I feel deſires I neyer knew before, I 


muſt be gone while I have power to go. [ Aſide. 
Madam, I humbly take my leave. a 


MILL WOOD. 
You will not ſure leave me ſo ſoon! 
BARNWELL, 
Indeed, I muſt, 
MILLWOOD, 6 
You cannot be ſo cruel! I have prepar'd a poor 
ſupper, at which I promis'd myſelt your company, 
BARNWEL:L. 


Iam ſorry I muſt refuſe the honogr.you deſign'd 


me; but my duty to my maſter calls me hence. 1 
never yet neglected his ſervice: he is ſo gentle, and 
ſo good a maſter, that ſhould I wrong him, tho' he 
might forgive me, I never ſhould forgive myſelf. 


MILL WOOD. 

Am I refus'd, by the firſt man, the ſecond favour 
Jever ſtoop'd to aſk? go then thou proud hard- 
hearted youth — But Os you are the only 2 
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that cou'd be found, who wou'd let me ſue twice 
for greater favours. 


BARNWELL. 
What ſhall I do! how ſhall I goor ſtay! 
MILLWOOD. 


Yet do not, do not leave me. I with my ſex's 
pride wou'd meet your ſcorn ; but when I look up- 
on you, when I behold thoſe eyes—Oh! ſpare my 
＋ and let my bluſhes— (this flood of tears 
to that will force its way) declare—what woman's 


BARNWELL. 


Oh, heav'ns! the loves me, worthleſs as I am, 
Her looks, her words, her flowing tears confeſs it. 
And can I leave her then? Oh never, never. [ AAide.] 
Madam, dry up your tears. You ſhall com- 
mand me always; I will ſtay here for ever if you'd 
have me. 

| bo $5 + + +: (On | 
So! ſhe has wheedled him out of his virtue of 


. obedience already, and will ſtrip him of all the reſt, 


one after another, till ſhe has left him as few as her 
ladyſhip, or myſelf. [ Aide. 

3 MILL WOOD. 

Now you are kind, indeed: but I mean not to 
detain you always: I would have you ſhake off all 
flaviſh obedience to your maſter ; but you may ſerve 
5 . 

Serve him ſtill I— Ay, or he'll have no opportu- 
nity of fingering his caſh, and then he'll not ſerve 
your end III be ſworn. [ frac. 
on | Enter 
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Enter BLunT. 


BLUNT. 
Madam, ſupper's on the table. 
MILLWOOD, 


Come, fir, you'll excuſe all defects. My 
thoughts were too much employ'd on my gueſt to 
obſerve the entertainment. 


[Exeunt BARNWELL and MIiLLWOOD. 

BLUNT, 

What's all this 45 give 7h „this elegant ſupper, 
variety of wines, muſic, for the entertainment 
of that young fellow ? 

LUCY. 

So it ſeems, 

BLUNT, 

What is our miſtreſs turn'd fool at laſt? ſhe's in 
love with him, I ſuppoſe. 

LUCY, 


I ſuppoſe not—but ſhe deſigns to make him i in 
love wi her, if ſhe can. 


BLUNT. 


What will ſhe get by that ? he ſeems under ag age, 
and can't be ſuppos'd to Hem much money. 
LUCY. 


But his maſter has; and that's the ſame thing as 
ſhe'll manage it. 


BLUNT. 


| 1 don't like this fooling with a 38 young 
fellow; while ſhe's endeavouring to enſnare him, 

ſhe may be caught herſelf. 
I 2 Luer. 
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Nay, were ſhe like me, that would certainly be 
the conſequence ; for, I confeſs, there is ſomething 
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

" "BLUNT. 

Yes To toes the ſmoothneſs and plumpneſs of a 
partridge move a mighty deſire in the hawk to be 
the deſtruction of i ay * 

LU cv. 
birds are their prey, as men are ours; 
Thon pd as you obſerv'd, we are ſometimes caught 
Durfelves: — But that, I dare fay, will never be the 
caſe with our miſtreſs. 
BLUNT. 


I wiſh it may prove ſo; for you know we all de- 
pend upon her: Thould ſhe trifle away her time 
wich a young fellow, that there's nothing to be got 
by, we muſt Fall ſtarve. 


LU C. V. 


of that; for I am ſure-ſhe has 
ir but imcred. 


BLUNT. 
* and what hopes are there of ſucceſs in 


no view in this 


LUCY, 
The moſt promiſing t that can be. —"Tis true, the 
youth has his 12 les; but ſnie Il ſoon teach him to 


anſwer them, b "Kifling his conſcience. — O, the 
_ adi 1s in a 3 


way, Sdepend upon't. Exrunt. 
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SCENE draws and diſcovers BARNWELL and. 
M1LLwo0ÞD at ſupper. An entertainment of muſick 
| and ſinging. Aﬀter vbich they come forward, 
BARNWELL, 
What can I anſwer ? All that I know is, that 
you are fair and I am miſerable, | 
MILLWOOD, 
We are both ſo, and yet the fault is in ourſelves. 
To eaſe our preſent anguiſh by plunging into #1 
guilt, is to buy a moment's pleaſure with an age of 
pain. 


MILLWOOD, 
I ſhould have thought the joys of love as laſting 
as they are great; if ours prove otherwiſe, tis your 
inconſtancy muſt make them ſo. 


BARNWE LI. 


The law of heaw'n will not be revers' d; and 
that requires us to goyern our paſſions. 


| M1LLWOOD. 

To give us ſenſe of beauty and defires, and yet 
forbid us to taſte and be happy, is a cruelty to na- 
ture. Have we paſlions only to torment us? 


BARNWELL. 


To hear you talk, tho” in the cauſe of vice; to 
gaze upon your beauty; preſs your hand, and ſee 
your ſnow-white boſom: heave and fall; enflames 
my wiſhes ; my pa beats high ; my ſenſes all are 
in a hurry, and I am on the rack of wild deſire.— 
Yet for a moment's guilty pleaſure, ſhall I loſe my 
innocence, my peace of mind, and hopes of ſolid - 

happineſs ? 
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MILLVOOb. 

Chimeras all! come on with me and prove 
Nojoys like woman-kind, no heav'n like love, 
- SARNKWELL. 

I wou'd not yet muſt on, 

Reluctant thus, the merchant quits his eaſe, 

And truſts to rocks, and ſands, and ſtormy ſeas ; 

In hopes ſome unknown golden coaſt to find, 

Commits himſelf, tho? doubtful, to the wind, 

Longs much. for joys to conie—yet mourns 
thoſe left behind.  [Exeunt, 
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A Room in ThoROwGOOD's Houſe, 


BARNWE LL. 


OW ſrange are all things round me! like ſome 
thief, who treads forbidden ground, and fain 
wou'd lurk unſeen, fearful I enter each apartment 
of this well known houſe. —To guilty love, as if that 
were too little, already have I added breach of truſt — 
A thief ! Can I know myſelf that wretched thing, 
and look my honeſt friend and injur'd maſter in 
the face? tho' hypocriſy may awhile conceal my 
teuilt, at length it will be known, and public 
ſhame and ruin muſt enſue. In the mean time, 
what muſt be my life ? ever to ſpeak a language fo- 
reign to my heart; hourly to add to the n r of 
my crimes, in order to conceal *em.—Sure ſuch 
was the condition of the grand apoſtate, when firſt 
he loſt his purity: like me diſconſolate, he wan- 
der'd; and, while yet in heav'n, bore all his fu- 
ture hell about him. 


Enter TrxutMan. 


TRUEMAN. 

Barnwell! Oh how I rejoice to ſee you ſafe! fo 
will our maſter and his gentle daughter ; who, dur- 
ing your abſence, often enquir'd after you. 

BARNWEL L. 


Wou'd he were gone; his officious love will 
into the ſecrets of my ſoul, [ 4/ide. 


TRUE- 
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TRUEMAN. 


Unleſs you knew the pain the whole family has 
felt on your account, you can't conceive how much 
are belov'd : — But why thus cold and filent ? 

hen my heart is full of joy for your return, why 
do you turn away ? why thus avoid me? what 
have I done ? how am I alter'd fince you ſaw me laſt ? 
Or rather, what have you done; and why are you 


thus chang'd ? for I am ſtill the fame. 
BARNWELL. 
What have I done indeed ? _ 
TRUEMAN. 
Not ſpeak ! nor look upon me — 
BARNWELL. 
| By my face he will diſcover all I would conceal; 
methinks already I begin to hate him. Ala. 
TRUE MAN. . 
I cannot bear this uſage from a friend; one whom 
till now I ever found foloving, whom yet I love; 
tho“ this unkindneſs ftrikes at the root of friend- 
mip, and might deftroy it in any breaft but mine. 
BARNWELL. 
I am not well [Turning to him.) Sleep has been a 
ſtranger to theſe eyes fince you beheld them laſt. 
; TRUEMAN. 
Heavy they look indeed, and ſwoln with tears; 
—now they o'erflow; — rightly did my ſympathiz- 
ing heartforebode laſt night, when thou waſt abſent, 
ſomething fatal to our peace. 
| BARNWELL. 
Your friendſhip engages you too far. My trov- 


. bles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; you have 
no 
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no intereſt in them, nor ought your concern for 


me to give you a moment's pain. 


TRUEMAN. 


You ſpeak as if you knew of friendſhip nothing 
but the name. Before I ſaw your grief, I felt it. 


Since we parted laſt I have ſlept no more than you, 


but penſive in my chamber fat alone, and ſpent the 
tedious night in wiſhes for your ſafety and return : 
e'en now, tho” ignorant of the cauſe, your ſorrow 
wounds me to the heart. 


BARNWELL. 

"Twill not be always thus. Friendſhip and all 
engagements ceaſe, as circumſtances and occaſions 
vary; and ſince you once may hate me, perha 
it might be better for us both, that now you lov'd 
me leſs. 

TRUEMAN. 
Sure I but dream! without a cauſe would Barn- 


well uſe me thus? — ungenerous and ungrateful 


youth, farewell ; - I ſhall endeavour to follow your 
advice. [ Going. ] Yet ſtay, perhaps I am too raſh, 
and angry when the cauſe demands compaſſion. 
Some unforeſeen calamity may have befaln him too 
great to bear, 


BARNWELL. - 


What part am I reduced to act? Tis vile and 
baſe to move his temper thus, the beſt of friends 


.and men. 


TRUEMAN, 


I am to blame, priythee forgive me, Barnwell. 
Try to compoſe your ruffled mind, and let me 
know the cauſe that thus tranſports you from your- 
ſelf ; my friendly counſel may reſtore your peace. 
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BARNWELTL. 


All that is Thip for man to do for man, your 
generous friendſhip may effect; but here even that's 


| rr vain. 


2, eg dreadful is lab'ring in your breaſt ; 

por ot it vent, and let me ſhare your grief ; "will 
eaſe your pain ſhould it admit no cure, and make 
it tighter by the part I bear. 

BARNWELI. 

Vain ſuppoſition ! my woes increaſe by bong 
obſerv'd; ſhould the cauſe be known, wy woul 
exceed all bounds. 

TRUEMAN., 
Sowell I know thy honeſt heart, guilt cannot 
harbour there. 
BARNWELL., 
O torture inſupportable ! 222 
TRUEMAN. 

Then why am I excluded? have I a thought I 
would conceal from you ? 

'BARNWEL L. 


If ſtill you urge me on this hated ſubject, II! 
never enter more beneath this roof, nor ſee your 


ports, way 
TRUEMAN. 


Tis ſtrange,— but I have done, fay but you hate 


me not, 
\ BARNWELL. 


Hate you I am not that monſter yet. 
TRUEMAN. 
Shall our friendſhip ſtill continue? 
5 a BARN- 
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BARNWELL. 


It's a bleſſing I never was worthy of, yet now 


muſt ſtand on terms; and but upon conditions can 
confirm it. 


TRUEMAN. 
What are they? | 
BARNWE LI. 


Never hereafter, tho' you ſhould wonder at my 


conduct, defire to know more than I am willing to 
reveal. 


TRUEMAN., 


'Tis hard, but upon any conditions I muſt be 
your friend, 


BARNWET LL 
Then, as much as one loft to himſelf can be ano- 


- ther's, Tam yours. [Embracing. 


TRUE MAN. 
Be ever ſo, and may heaven reſtore your peace. 
BARNWELI. | 
Will yeſterday return ?—We have heard the glo- 
rious ſun, that till then inceſſant roll'd, once fop'd 
his rapid courſe, and once went back : the dead 
have riſen ; and parch'd rocks pour'd forth a li- 


my ſtream to quench a people's thirſt : the ſea 
vided, and form'd walls of water, while a whole 


nation paſs'd in ſafety thro” its ſandy boſom : hun- 
pry lions have refus'd their prey; and men unhurt 

ave walk'd amidſt conſuming flames; but never 
yet did time once paſt return. 


TRUEMAN, 
Tho? the continued chain of time has never once 
been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted mug 


Keep 
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keep on its courſe, till loſt in eternity it ends there 
where it firſt began ; yet as heaven can repair what- 


ever evils time can bring upon us, we ought never 


to deſpair—but buſineſs requires our attendance ; 
buſineſs the youth's beſt preſeryative from ill, as 
idleneſs his worſt of ſnares—Will you go with me? 


BARNWELL., 


ll take a little time to reflect on what has paſt, 
and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I might — 
truſted Trueman, and en him to apply to my 
uncle to repair the wrong I have done my maſter; 
but what of Millwood ! muſtI expoſe her too? un- 

and baſe ! then heaven requires it not— 
but heaven requires that I forſake her. What ! ne- 
ver ſee her more | Does heaven require that ?—I 
hope I may ſee her, and heaven not be offended. 
Preſumptuous hope !—dearly already have I prov'd 
my frailty ; ſhould I once more tempt heav'n, I 
may be let fall, never to riſe ER ſhall I 
Jeave her, forever leave her, and not let her know 
the cauſe ? ſhe who loves me with ſuch a bound- 
leſs paſſion ! Can cruelty be duty? I judge of 
what ſhe then muſt feel, by what I now endure, 
The love of life, and fear of ſhame, oppos'd by 


inclination ſtrong as death or ſhame, like wind and 


tide in raging conflict met, when neither can pre- 
vail, keep me in doubt: how then can I determine? 


Enter THorowGo0D. 


THOROWGOOD., 
Without a cauſe aflign'd or notice given, to ab- 
* ſent yourſelf laſt night, was a fault, young man, 
and I came to chide you for it, but hope I am pre- 
vented. That modeſt bluſh, the confuſion ſo viſi- 
ble in your face, ſpeak grief and ſhame : * we 
ave 
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have offended heaven, it requires no more; and 
ſhall man, who needs himſelf to be forgiven, be 
harder to appeaſe ?—If my pardon or love be of 
moment to your peace, look up ſecure of both. 
| _ " BARNWELL. | 
This goodneſs has o'ercome me. [A.] O 
fir, you know not the nature and extent of my of- 
fence; and I ſhou'd abuſe your miſtaken bounty 
to receive it. Tho? I bad rather die than ſpeak my 
ſhame; tho” racks could not have forc'd the guilty 
ſecret from my breaſt, your kindneſs has, 
THOROWGOOD. 
Enough, enough; whate'er it be, this concern 


| ſhews you're convinc'd, and I am ſatisſied. How 


qa is the ſenſe of guilt to an ingenuous mind 
0 


me youthful folly, which it were prudent not to 


enquire into.— When we conſider the frail condi- 
tion of humanity, it may raiſe our pity, not our 
wonder, that youth ſhould go aſtray ; when reaſon 
weak at the beſt oppoſed to inclination, ſcarce 
form'd, and wholly unaſſiſted by experience, faint- 
y contends, or willingly becomes the ſlave of ſenſe. 

eſtate of youth is much to be deplored; and the 
more ſo, becauſe they ſee it not, being then to 
danger moſt expos'd, when they are the leaſt = 
par d for their defence. LAlide 


BARNWELI. 


It will be known, and you recall your pardon. 
and abhor me. 


THOROWGOOD. 

I never will. Yet be upon your guard in this 
gay thoughtleſs ſeaſon of your life ; when the ſenſe 
of pleaſure's quick, and paſſion high, the volup- 
tuous appetites, raging and fierce, demand the 

2 ſtrongeſt 
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ſtrongeſt curb ; take heed of a relapſe: when vice be. 
comes habitual, the very power of leaving it is loſt, 


BARNWELL. 

Hear me, on my knees, confeſs — 

| THOROWGOOD, 

Not a ſyllable more upon this ſubject; it were 
not mercy but cruelty, to hear what muſt give you 
ſuch torment to reveal. 

| | b BARNWELI. 
This generoſity amazes and diſtracts me. 
THOROWGOOD. 


This remorſe makes thee dearer to me than if thou 
hadft never offended; whatever is your fault, of 
this I'm certain; *twas harder for you to offend 
than me to pardon. [Exit Thor ow OO. 


Villain! villain! villain! baſely to wrong ſo ex- 
cellent a man, Shou'd I again return to folly ?— 
deteſted thought !—but what of Millwood then?— 
Why, I renounce her ;—I give her up. — The ſtrug- 
gle's over, and virtue has A Reaſon may 
convince, but gratitude compels. This unlook'd- 
for generoſity has ſay'd me from deſtruction. [ Going. 


Enter a Footman. 


: FOOTMAN. 
Sir, two ladies from your uncle in the country 
deſire to ſee you. 
BARNWELL. 
What ſhou'd they be? [Afar] Tell them I'll 


Wait upon em. [Exit Foctman.] Methinks J 
dread to ſee em. Now every thing alarms me. — 
Guilt, what a coward haſt thou made me? [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE H. 


Another Room in THOOW Ob's Houſe, 
M1iLLwoop and Lucy diſcovered. 


Enter FOOTMAN. 


FOOTMAN, 
Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately, 
_ MILL WOOD. 
"Tis very well. I thank you. [Exit FooTMAN., 


Enter BARxXWELL, 


BARNWE LI. 
Confuſion! Millwood ! 
MILL WOOD, 


That angry look tells me that here I'm an unwel- 
come gueſt; I fear'd as much ; the unhappy ate 
ſo every where. 


BARNWELL. 
Will nothing but my atter ruin content you ? 
MILLWOOD, 
Unkind and cruel!” loſt myſelf, your happineſs 
is now my only care 
BARNWE LI. 
How did you gain admiſſion? 
MILLVWOO b. 

Saying we were deſir'd by your uncle to viſit and 
deliver a meſſage to you, we were receiv'd by the 
family without ſuſpicion, and with much reſpect 
conducted here. 8 

BARNWELL, 

Why did you come at all ? 


Vor. I. K Mipr- 
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MILLWOOD, 

I never ſhall trouble you more: I'm come to take 
my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my fate, 
I go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return. This hour 
is all I have left. One ſhort hour is all I have to 
beſtow on love and you, for whom I thought the 


longeſt life too ſhort. 
BARNWELL., 
Then we are met to part for ever ? 
MILLWOOD. 

It muſt be ſo. Yet think not that time or ab- 
ſence ſhall ever put a period to my grief, or make 
me love you leſs; tho I muſt leave you, yet con- 
demn me not. 

BARNWE LI. | 

Condemn you? no, I approve your reſolution, 
and rejoice to hear it; tis juſt— tis neceſiary— 
I have well weigh'd and found it ſo. 

Pm afraid the young man has more ſenſe than ſhe 
thought he had. All.. 

| BARNWELI. 


Before you came, I had determin'd never to ſee 
you more. 


MILL WOOD, 
Confufion !— Addi. 
LUCY, 


Ay! we are all out; this is a turn ſo unexpected. 
that I ſhall make nothing of my part ; they muſt 
eden play the ſcene betwixt themſelves. [Afiae. 
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'MILLWOOD. 


'Twas ſome relief to think, tho' abſent, you 
would love me ſtill; but to find, tho? fortune had 
been indulgent, that you, more cruel and incon- 


tant, had reſolved to caſt me of—This, as I ne- 
yer cou'd expect, I have not learnt to bear. 
BARNWELI. 
I am ſorry to hear you blame in me a reſolution 
that ſo well becomes us both, 
MILLWOOD., 
I have reaſon for what I do, but you have none. 
BARNWELL. 

Can we want a reaſon for parting, who have ſo 

many to wiſh we never had met ? 
MILL WOOD, 

Look on me, Barnwell ; am I deform'd or old, 
that ſatiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds enjoyment ? nay, look 
again; am I not ſhe whom yeſterday you thought 
the faireſt and the kindeſt of her ſex? whoſe hand, 
trembling with extaſy, you pen and moulded thus, 
while on my eyes you gazed with ſuch delight, as 
if defire increas'd by being ſed. 

BARNWELL., 
No more ; let me repent my former follies, if 
poſſible, without remembring what they were, 
MILL WOOD, 
Why? 
BARNWE LI. 
Such is my frailty that *tis dangerous. 


©MILLWOOD. 
Where is the danger, ſince we are to part? 
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BARNWELL. 
The thought of that already is too painful. 

MILLWOOD. 

If it be painful to part, then I may hope at 1caft 
you do not hate me? F 
8 | BARNWELL. 

No——no—I never ſaid I did—O my heart! — 
MILLWOOD. 

Perhaps you pity me? _ 
BARNWELL, 

indeed I do. 
MILLWOOD, 

You'll think upon me ? 
BARNWELL. 

Doubt it not while I can think at all. 


MILLWOOD. 


You, may judge an embrace at parting too great 
a favour—thou \ it would be the laſt. -| He drazvs 
back.) A ſhall then ſuffice—farewell—tor 
ever. [ Exeunt Mil Lwoop andLucy. 


| BARNWE LI. : 
Tf to reſolve to ſuffer be to conquer — I have 
conquer d. Painful victory 
Re-enter M1LLwoop and Lucy. 


M1ILLWOOD. 8 

One thing I had forgot; I never muſt return to 
my own houſe again. This I thought proper to let 
vou know, leſt your mind ſhould change, and you 
ſhou'd ſeek in vain to find me there. Forgive me 
this ſecond intruſion; I only came to give you this 
caution, and that perhaps was — . 


Idol do 
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BARNWE LI. 
J hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muſt thank 
you for it. 
MILLWOOD, 


My friend, your arm. [To Lucy.] Now! am 
gone for ever. | [ Going. 


BARNWELL, 
One thing more—ſure there's no dan 
knowing where you go? if you think 
MILLWOOD. 
Alas! [ Weeping. 
LUCY, 

We are right find ; that's my cue. {4fide.] Ah 
dear fir, ſhe's going ſhe knows not whither; but go 
ſhe mult. 

BARNWELL. 

Humanity obliges me to wiſh you well; why 

will you thus expoſe yourſelf to needleſs troubles ? 
LUCY, 


Nay, there's no help for it: ſhe muſt quit the 
town immediately ; and the kingdom as ſoon as 
poſſible ; it was no ſmall matter, you may be ſure, 
that could make her reſolve to leave you. 


MILLWOOD, 


No more, my friend; fince he for whoſe dear 
ſake alone ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 
and pities me. Whene'er | wander through wilds 
and deſerts benighted and forlorn, that thought ſhall 
give me comfort, 


BARNWELL. 


For my ſake! O tell me how; which way am I 
ſo curs'd as to bring ſuch ruin on thee ? 


K 3 M1LL- 
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MILLWOOD. 
No matter, I am contented with my lot. 
BARNWELL. 
Leave me not in this incertainty. 
MILLWOOD, 
L have faid too much. 
1 NAR NVWIILI. 
| How, how am I the cauſe of your undoing ? 
| . MILLWOOD. 
To know it will but increaſe your troubles. 
 BARNWELL. 
My troubles can't be greater than they are. 
| We a ot 
Well, well, fir, if ſhe won't ſatisfy you, I will. 
BARNWELLI. 
Tam bound to you beyond expreſſon. 
MILLWOOD, 


Remember, fir, that I defir'd you not to hear 
It. | 


BARNWELL.. 
Begin, and eaſe my racking expectation. 
| LUCY, 
: Why, you muſt know, my lady here was an only 


child ; but her parents dying while ſhe was young, 
left * and her fortune (no inconſiderable one, I 


aſſure you) to the care of a gentleman, who has a 
good eſtate of his own. 
MILLWOOD. 


Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough; but 
* are riches when „ to love ? 


LUCY. 
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LUCTi. 

For a while he perform'd the office of a faithful 
guardian, ſettled her in a houſe, hir'd her ſervants 
—But you have ſeen in what manner ſhe liv'd, fo 
I need ſay no more of that. 


MILLWOOD., 
How I ſhall live hereafter, heaven knows, 


LUCY. 


All things went on as one cou'd wiſh ; till, ſome 
time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love 
with his charge, and wou'd fain have marry'd her: 
now the man is neither old nor ugly, but a good 
perſonable ſort of a man, but I don't know how it 
was, ſhe cou'd never endure him; in ſhort, her ill 
uſage ſo provok'd him, that he brought in an ac- 
count of his executorſhip ; wherein he makes her 
debtor to him 


MILLWOOD. 


A triſle in itſelf, but more than enough to ruin 
me, whom, by this unjuſt account, he had ſtrip'd of 
all before. 


LUCY. 


Now ſhe having neither money, nor friend, ex- 
cept me, who am as unfortunate as herſelf, he 
compell'd her to paſs his account, and give bond 
for the ſum he demanded ; but ſtill provided hand- 
ſomely for her, and continued his courtſhip, till 
being inform'd by his ſpies (truly I ſaſpe& ſome in 
her own y_ that you were entertain'd at her 
houſe, and ſtay dd with her all night, he came this 
morning raving and ſtorming like a madman, talks 
no-more of marriage ; ſo there's no hopes of mak- 
ing up matters that way, but vows her ruin, unleſs 
ſhe'll allow him the ſame favour that he ſuppoſes ſhe 
granted you. 
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BARNWELL. 


| Muſt ſhe be ruin d, or find her refuge in 150 
ther's arms? + 


He gave me but an hour to reſolve in; that's 

happily ſpent with you---and now I go--- 
BARNWELL. 
To be expos'd to all the rigours of the various 
ſeaſons; the ſummer's parching heat, and winter's 
cold; nnhous'd, to wander, friendleſs, thro' the 
unhoſpitable world, in miſery and want; attended 
with fear and danger, and purſu'd by malice and 
revenge; wou'dit thou endure all this for me, and 
can I do nothing, nothing to prevent it? 
fas LUCY. | 
"Tis really a pity there can be no way found out. 
BARNWELL. 

'O where are all my reſolutions now ? like early 
vapours, or the morning dew, chas'd by the ſun's 
warm beams they're vaniſh'd and loſt, as tho? they 
had never been. 


LUCY. 
Now I advis'd her, fir, to comply with the gen- 
tleman, that wou'd not only put an end to her 
troubles, but make her fortune at once. 


BARNWELL. 
— Tormenting fiend away I had rather pris 
way, ſee her periſh, than have her ſav'd by him. 1 
will myſelf prevent her ruin; tho' with my own. 
A moment's patience---I'll return immediately. 
[Exit BarxwWELL. 
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LUCY, 


»Twas well you came; or, by what I canperceive, 
you had loſt him. 


MILLWOOD, 

That, I muſt confeſs, was a danger I did not 
foreſee ; I was, only afraid he ſhould have come 
without money. You know a houſe of entertain- 
ment, like mine, is not kept without expence. 


LUCY, | 
That's very true; but then you ſhould be reaſon- 
able in your demands; tis pity to diſcourage a 
young man. 5 
MILLWOOb. 
Leave that to me. 


Re-enter BARXWELL with A Bag of Money. 


BARNWELL, 


What am I about to do? now you, who boaſt 
your reaſon all-ſufficient, ſuppoſe yourſelves in m 
condition, and determine for me; whether it's 
right to let her ſuffer for my faults, or, by this 
ſmall addition to my guilt, prevent the ill effect 
of what is paſt. 


LUCY. 

Theſe young finners think every thing in the 
ways of wickedneſs ſo ſtrange — But I cou'd tell 
him that this is nothing but what's very common : 
for one vice as naturally begets another, as a father 
a ſon : But he'll find out that himſelf, if he lives 
long enough. | Aae. 

BARNWELLTL. 

Here, take this, and with it purchaſe your deli- 

verance; return to your houſe, and live in peace 


and ſafety. 
MILLWOOD. 
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| MIL. LVO Op. : 
Sol may hope to ſee you there again? 
BARNWELL. 5 
Anſwer me not, but fly, leſt, in the agonies of 
my remorſe, I take again what is not mine to give, 
and abandon thee to want and miſery, 
| MILLWOOD. 
Say but you'll come. 
BARNWELL, 


You are my fate, my heaven, or my hell; only 
leave me now, diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe. 
[Exeunt Mirrwoop and Lucy.) What have I 
done? Were my reſolutions founded on reaſon, 
and ſincerely ? why then has heaven ſuffer'd 
me to fall? I ſought not the occaſion ; and if my 
heart deceives me not, - compaſſion and generofit 


were my motives. Is virtue inconſiſtent with itſelf, 


or are vice and virtue only empty names; or do 


they depend on accidents beyond our power to 


ace, or to prevent; whereinwe have no part, 
and yet muſt be determin'd by the event ? — But why 
mould I attempt to reaſon? All is confuſion, hor- 
ror and remorſe. I find I am loſt, caſt down from 
all my late erected hopes, and plunged again in 
guilt, yet ſcarce — or why: 


Such undiſtinguiſh'd horrors make my brain, 
Like hell, the ſeat of darkneſs and of pain. 


[Exit. 


ACT 


GEORGE BARNWELL. 139 


ACT III. 
SCENE - I. 


A Room in THoROWOOOp's Houſe, 


THOROW GOOD any TRUEMAN. 


THOROWGOOD, 


ETHINKS I wou'd not have you only 

learn the method of merchandize, and prac- 
tiſe it hereafter merely as a means of getting wealth; 
'twill be well worth your pains to ſtudy it as 2 
{cience, to ſee how it is Funded in reaſon, and 
the nature of things; how it promotes humanity, 
as it has open'd 4 yet keeps up an intercourſe 
between nations, far remote from one another in 
ſituation, cuſtoms and religion; promoting arts 
induſtry, peace and plenty; by mutual benefits 
diffuſing mutual love from pole to pole. 


TRUEMAN. 


Something of this I have conſider'd, and ry 
by your aſſiſtance, to extend my thoughts much far- 
ther. I have obſerv'd thoſe countries, where trade 
is promoted and encouraged, do not make diſcove- 
ries to deſtroy, but to improve mankind ; by love 
and friendſhip to tame the fierce, and poliſh the 
moſt. ſavage ;. to teach them the advantages of 
honeſt trallick by taking from them, with their own 
conſent, their uſeleſs ſuperfluities ; and giving them, 
in return, what, from their ignorance in mutual 
arts, their fituation, or ſome other accident, they 
ſtand in need of. 
THOROWGOOD. 
 *Tis juſtly obſerv'd. The populous Eaſt, luxu- 
nant, abounds with glittering gems, bright pearls, 
aromatick 
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aromatick ſpices, and . drugs: the 
late found weſtern world's rich earth glows with 
unnumber' d veins of gold and ſilver ore. On eve 
climate, and on every country, heaven has beſtow- 
ed ſome good uliar to itſelf, It is the induſtrious 
merchant's bulineſs to collect the various bleſſings of 
each ſoil and climate; and, with the product of the 
whole, to enrich his native country, — Well ! I have 
examin'd your accounts : they are not only juſt, 
as I have always found them, but regularly kept, 
and fairly enter'd. ——I commend your diligence. 
Method in buſineſs is the ſureſt guide. He who 
neglects it frequently ſtumbles, and always wan- 
ders perplex'd, uncertain, and in danger. Are 
Barnwell's accounts ready for my inſpection? he 
does not uſe to be the laſt on theſe ons, 


© TRUEMAN. 
Upon receiving your orders he retir'd,' I thought 


in ſome confuſion, ——lf you pleaſe, I'll go and 


haſten him. —I hope he hasn't been guilty of any 
neglect. 


THOROWGOOD. 


I am now going to the Exchange; let him know, 
at my return, I expect to find him ready. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Mania with a book, fits and reads. 


MARIA, : 

How forcible is truth! the weakeſt mind, in- 
11 with love of that, fix d and collected in it- 
If, with indifference beholds the united force of 
earth and hell oppofing : ſuch ſouls are rais'd above 
the ſenſe of pain, or ſo ſupported, that they regard 
it not. The martyr 1 purchaſes his heaven; 
ſmall are his ſufferings, great is his reward: Not 
io the wretch that combates love with duty; * 
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the mind, weaken'd and diſſolv'd by the ſoft paſ- 
hon, feeble and hopeleſs, oppoſes its own deſires, — 
What is an hour, a day, 2 Year of pain, to a whole 

life of tortures, ſuch as theſe ? | | 


Enter TxutMaAn. 
TRUEMAN. 


O Barnwell! —O my friend! how art thog 
fallen ! 


MARIA. 


Ha ! Barnwell! what of him? ſpeak, ſay, what 
of Barnwell ! | 


TRUEMAN. 

"Tis not to be conceald : I've news to tell of 
him that will afli& your generous father, yourſelf, 
and all who know him, 

MARIA, 

Defend us heaven !— 


| TRUEMAN. 
I cannot ſpeak it. — See there. 


Trueman gives a letter; Maria reads. 


« I KNOW my abſence will ſurprize my ho- 
« nour'd maſter, and yourſelf; and the more, 
+ when you ſhall underſtand that the reaſon of my 
„ withdrawing, is my having embezzled part of 
the caſh with which I was entruſted. After this, 
'tis needleſs to inform you that I intend never 
to return again : though this might have been 
known, by examining my accounts ; yet to pre- 
vent that unneceſſary trouble, and to cut off all 
** fruitleſs expectations of my return, I have left 
* this from the loſt 
| *« GronGe Barnwell,” 


TRU E- 
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© Loft indeed! yet how he ſhould be guilty of 
What he there charges himſelf withal, raiſes my 
wonder equal to my grief. Never had youth a 
higher ſents of virtue; juſtly he thought, and as 
he thought he practiſed: never was life more re- 

ular than his; an underſtanding uncommon at 
his years ; an open, generous * of temper; 
his manners eaſy, unaffected and engaging. 

, MARIA. 

This and much more you might have ſaid with 
truth. He was the delight of every eye, and joy 
of every heart that knew him. 


Since ſuch he was, and was my friend, can! 
ſupport his loſs ? See the faireſt and happieſt maid 
this wealthy city boaſts, kindly condeſcends to weep 
for thy unhappy fate, poor ruin'd Barnwell ! 


MARIA, 


Trueman, do you think a ſoul ſo delicate as his, 
ſo ſenſible of ſhame, can e er ſubmit to live a ſlave 
to vice? : 


TRUEMAN. 
Never, never. So well I know him, I'm ſure 
this act of his, ſo contrary to his nature, muſt have 
been cauſed by ſome unavoidable neceſſity, 
- 48 MARIA. | 
Is there no means yet to preſerve him? 
| TRUEMAN. 


O! that there were. But few men recover repu- 
tation loſt, a merchantnever. Nor wou'd he, I fear, 
tho I ſhould find him, ever be brought to look hi: 

iwjur'd maſter in the face. 


MARIA 
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MARIA. : 
I fear as much, and therefore would never ha 
my father know it. 
| TRUEMAN. 
That's impoſſible. 


MARIA. 
What's the ſum ? 


TRUEMAN. 


"Tis conſiderable : Pve mark'd it here, to ſhew 

it, with the letter, to your father at bis return. 
MARIA. 

If I ſhould ſupply the money, cou'd you fo diſ- 
poſe of that, and the account, as to conceal this 
unhappy miſmanagement from my father? 

TRUEMAN, 

Nothing more eaſy. But can you intend it ? will 
you ſave a helpleſs wretch from ruin? Oh ! "twere 
an act worthy ſuch exalted virtue as Marias 


Sure heaven, in mercy to my friend, inſpired the 
generous thought. 


MARIA. 


Doubt not but I would purchaſe ſo great a hap- 


* at a much dearer price: —but how ſhall he 
e found ? 


TRUEM AN. 


Traſt to my diligence for that. In the mean 
time, I'll conceal his abſence from your father, or 
find ſuch excuſes for it, that the real cauſe ſhall 


never be ſuſpected. 
MARIA. 


In attempting to ſave from ſhame, one whom 
we hope may yet return to virtue, to heaven, and 
| | you, 


5 0 


ther and the world, for Barnwell's ſake, for mine, 


* 
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you, the only witneſſes. of this action, I appeal, 
whether I do any thing er my ſex and 
character. | 
TRUEMAN. 
Earth muſt approve the deęd, and heaven, I 
doubt — will reward it. 
MARIA. 


If heaven ſucceeds i it, I am well rewarded. A 
' _ s fame is ſullicd by ſuſpicion's lighteſt breath: 
therefore as this muſt be a. ſecret from my fa- 


let it be fo to him. 


SCENE I. 
AH Room in Mitiwoop's Houſe, 
Enter LUCY and BLUNT. 


arte v. 

Well! what do 8 Millwood's con- 

no-? a 

, BLUNT. 

Town it furprizing : 1 don't Know which bo 
admire IF, her feign'd or his real paſſion ; tho? 
1 have ſometimes been afraid that her avarice wou'd 
<ſcover her; but his youth and want of e 


make it the eaſier to impoſe on him. 


oy 


gage to make as great a fool of him. 


LUCY. : 
No, it is his love. To do him juſtice, acrich- 
> his youth, he don't want underſtanding : 
dat you men are much eaſier impos'd on, in theſe 
affairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe. 
Eet me fee the wiſeſt of vou all as much in love 
with me, as Barnwell is with Millwood, and U 11 en- 


BLUNT. 


wong 
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BLUNT. 

And all circumſtances confider'd, to make as 

much money of ham too ? 
LUCY, 

I can't anſwer for that. Her artifice in making 
him rob his maſter at firſt, and the various ftrata- 
gems, by which ſhe has obliged him to continue 
that courſe, aſtoniſh even me, who know her ſo well. 

BLUNT, f 

But then you are to conſider that the money was 
his maſter's, "—_ 

| 9 | 
LUCY. 4 * 

There was the difficulty of it. Had it been his 
own it had been nothing. Were the world his . 
ſhe might have it for a ſmile: but thoſe golden 
days are done ; he's ruin'd, and Millwood's hopes 


of farther profits there at an end, F 
LUND. .* 3 

That's no more than we all expectet. ; 'Y 
LUCY. . | 


Being call'd by his maſter, to make up his ac- 
caunts, he was forc'd to quit his houſe and ſervice, 
and wiſely flies to- Millwood for relief andventer- 


kainment. a 
| BLUNT, ' 
I have not heard of this before! How did ſhe 
receive him ? N | 2 
LUCY. 


' As you would e She wonder'd what he 
meant, was aſtoniſh'd at his impudence, and with . 
A Air of modeſty peculiar to herſelf, ſwore ſo 
heartily, that ſhe never ſaw him before, that ſhe 
put me out of countenance. * 

Van I. i Brun r 
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BLUNT, 


That's much indeed: but how did Barnwell be. 
have? 


| LVU cv. A 
He griev'd, and at length, enrag'd at this bar- 
s treatment, was r e to be gone: 
when, making towards the door, he ſhow'd a ſum 
of money, which he had brought from his maſter's, 
the laſt he's ever likely to have from thence. 


BLUNT. 
But then Millwood ? | 


LUCY. 


Ay, ſhe, with her uſual addreſs, return'd to her 
old arts of lying, ſwearing and diſſembling: hung 
on his neck, wept, and ſwore twas meant in jeſt; 
till the amorous youth melted into tears, threw the 
money into her lap, and ſwore he had rather dic 
than think her falſe. ; 


-» BLUNT. 
Strange infatuation ! 4 
LUCY, 


But what follow'd was ſtranger ſtill. As doubt. 
and fears follow'd by reconcilement ever increaſe 
love where the paſſion is ſincere; ſo in him it caus'd 
ſo wild a tranſport of exceſſive fondneſs, ſuch joy, 
ſuch grief, ſuch pleaſure, and ſuch anguiſh, that 
nature in him ſeem'd ſinking with the weight, arid 
the charm'd ſoul difpos'd to quit his breaſt for hers 
—juſt then, when every paſſion with lawleſs anar- 
chy prevail'd, and reaſon was in the raging tem- 
peſt loſt, the cruel, artful Millwood prevail'd up- 
on the wretched youth to promiſe—what I tremble 
but to think on. e 


BLUNT. 


0 


r * 
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BLUNT. 
I am amaz'd! what can it be? 


LUCY, 


You will be more ſo, to hear it is to attempt the 
life of his neareſt relation, and beſt benefactor.— 


BLUNT, 


His uncle! whom we have often heard him 
ſpeak of as a gentleman of a large eſtate, and fair 
aracter in the country, where he lives, 


LUCY, 


The ſame. She was no ſobnet poſſeſſed of the 
laſt dear purchaſe of his ruin, but her avarice, in- 
ſatiate as the grave, demanded this horrid ſacri- 
fice, -Barnwell's near relation, and unſuſpected 
virtue muſt give too. eaſy means to ſeize the 
man's treaſure : whoſe blood muſt ſeal the dreadful 
ſecret, and prevent the terrors of her guilty fears. 


BLUNT, 


ls it poſſible ſhe cou'd perſuade him to do an act 

like that? he is by nature honeſt, grateful, com- 
paſſionate and generous: and tho' his love and her 
artful perſuaſions, have wrought him to practiſe 
what he moſt abhors; yet we all can witneſs for 
him, with what reluctance he has ſtill comply'd: 
ſo many tears he ſhed o'er each offence, as might, 
if poſſible, ſanRify theft, and make a merit of a 
crime. 


LUCY. 


"Tis true, at the naming the murder of his uncle, 


he ſtarted into rage; and breaking from her arms, 
where ſhe *till then had held him, with well difſem- 
bled love and falſe endearments, call'd hercruel, mon- 

L 2 ſer, 
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Ker, devil, and told her ſhe was born for his de- 
ſtruction—ſhe thought it not for her purpoſe to 
meet his rage with rage, but affected a moſt paſſi- 
onate fit of grief; rail'd at her fate, and curs'd 
» her wayward ſtars, that ſtill her wants ſhould force 
Her to preſs him to act ſuch deeds as ſhe muſt needs 
abhor, as well as he; but told him neceſſity had 
no law, and love no bounds ; that therefore he ne- 
ver truly lov'd, but meant in her neceſſity to for- 
* fake her ;— then kneel'd and ſwore, that fince, by 
his refuſal, he had given her cauſe to doubt his 
love, ſhe never wou'd ſee him more; unleſs, to 
prove it true, he rob'd his uncle to ſupply her 
Wants, and murder'd him, to keep it from diſco- 


I am aſtoniſh'd! 


BLUNT. 
what ſaid he ? 
; LUCY, f 
Sßpeechleſs he ſtood; but in his face you might 
have read, that various paſſions tore his very ſoul, 
Oft he, in anguiſſi, threw his eyes towards heaven, 
.and then as often bent their beams on her; then 
” 7 and groan'd, and beat his troubled breaſt ; 
at length, with horror, not to be expreſs d, he cry'd, 
thou curſed fair! have I not given dreadful proofs 
ef love? what drew me from my youthful inno- 
. cence, to ſtain my then unſpotted ſoul, but love? 
what cauſed me to rob my worthy gentle maſter, 
but curſed love? what makes me now a fugitive 
from his ſervice, loath'd by myſelf, and ſcorn'd b 
all the world, but love ? what fills my eyes wi 
tears, my ſoul with torture, never felt on this ſide 
Aeath before? why love, love, love. And why, 
Above all, dol Ive (for tearing his hair he cry d 
Ido reſolve) to kill my uncle? 
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BLUNT. 


Was ſhe not moved ? It makes me weep to hear 
the ſad relation. ; 


LUCY. 

Yes—with joy, that ſhe had gain'd her point. 
She gave him no time tocool, but urg'd him to at- 
tempt it inſtantly. He's now gone; if he per- 
forms it and eſcapes, there's more money for her ; 
- = he'll ne'er return, and then ſhe's fairly rid 

im. ä 


BLUNT. 
"Tis time the world were rid of ſuch a monſter. 
11 


If we don't do our endeavours to prevent this 
murder, we are as bad as ſhe. 


BLUNT. 
I'm afraid it 1s too late. 


LUCY, 


Perhaps not. Her barbarity to Barnwell makes 
me hate her. We have run too t a _ 
with her —_— did not think her or m ſo 


wicked as I find, upon reflection, we are. 


BLUNT. 


"Tis true, we have all been too much ſo.—But 
there .is. ſomething ſo horrid in murder, that all 
other crimes ſeem nothing, when compared to that. 
I wou'd not be involy'd in the guilt of that for 
all the world. 


| LVU Crx. 

Nor I, heaven knows; — therefore let us clear 
ourſelves, by doing all that is in our power to pre- 
vent it. I have juſt thought of a way, that to me 
Ta L 3 ſeems 


© own impiety;—'tis yet unperform'd — What if 1 
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ſeems probable. Will you join with me to detect 
this curs'd defign ? 

With all my heart. He who knows of a murder 


intended to be committed, and does not diſcover 


it, in the eye of the law, and reaſon, is a mur- 
derer. 4 


| LUCY. 
Let us loſe no time; I'll acquaint you with the 
particulars as we go. [Exeunt, 
SCENE III. 


Au ſome Diftance from a Country Seat. 


BARNWELL. 


A diſmal gloom obſcures the face of day; either 
the ſun has flipt behind a cloud, or journeys down 
the weſt of heaven, with more than common ſpeed, 


to avoid the fight of what I am doom'd to act. 


Since I ſet forth on this accurs'd deſign, where'er 
I tread, methinks the ſolid carth trembles beneath 
my feet. Yonder limpid ſtream, whoſe hoary fall 
has made a natural caſcade, as I paſs'd by, in dole- 
ful accents ſeem'd to murmur - Murder. The 
earth, the air, and water ſeem'd concern'd ; 
but that's not ſtrange, the world is puniſh'd, and 
nature feels a ſhock, when Providence permits a 
man's fall! — Juſt heaven! Then what ſhould 

be! for him that was my father's only brother, 
and fince his death has been to me a father, who 
took me up an infant, and an orphan ; rear'd me 
with tendereſt care, and fill indulged me with 
moſt-paternal fondneſs ; — yet here I ſtand avow'd 
his deftin'd murderer :—I ſtiffen with horror at my 


quit 
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uit my bloody purpoſe, and flythe place! [ Going, 
Now "Real. War wits O 22 ſhall I fly — 
My maſter's once friendly doors are ever ſhut 
againſt me; and without money Millwood will ne- 
ver ſee me more, and life is not to beendured with- 
out her: — She's got ſuch firm poſſeſſion of my 
heart, and governs there with ſuch deſpotic ſway 
—Ay, there's the cauſe of all my fin and ſorrow: 
— Tis more than love; *tis the fever of the ſoul, 
and madneſs of defire,—In vain does nature, rea- 
ſon, conſcience, all oppoſe it; the impetuous paſ- 
fion bears down all before it, and drives me on to 
luſt, to theft and murder.— Oh conſcience! feeble 
guide to virtue; thou only ſhew'ſt us when we go 
aſtray, but wanteſt power to ſtop us in our courſe. 
—Ha! in yonder ſhady walk I ſee my uncle He's 
alone. Now for my diſguiſe - | Plucks out a vizer.] 
This is his hour of private meditation, Thus daily 
he prepares his Gul for heaven —whilt I—But 
what have I to do with heaven! ha! no ſtruggles, 
conſcience 


Hence! hence, remorſe, and ev*rythought that's good; 
The ſtorm that luſt began, muſt end in blood. 


[Pats on the wzer, draws a Piſftel, and [Exit 


SCENE IV. 
A cloſe Walk in a Wood. 


| UNCLE, | 
If I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhou'd fear ſome dan- 
ger lurk'd unſeen, or death were nigh. - A heavy 
melancholy clouds my ſpirits ; my imagination is 
kll'd with ghaſtly forms of dreary graves, and bo- 
dies chang'd by death; when the pale lengthen'd 
viſage attracts each * eye, and fills the mu- $ 
4 fing | 
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fing ſoul at once with prief and horror, pity and 
averſion. I will indulge the thought. The wiſe 
man prepares himſelf Dr death, by making it fa- 
mihar to his mind. When ſtrong reflections hold 
the mirror near, and the living in the dead behold 
their future ſelves, how does each inordinate paſſion 
and defire ceaſe, or ficken at the view? the mind 
ſcarce moves; the blood, curdling and chill'd, 
creeps ſlowly thro” the veins : fix'd, fill, and mo- 
tionleſs we ſtand, ſo like the ſolemn object of our 
thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent—what we muſt 
be hereafter; till curioſity awakes the ſoul, and 
ſets it on enquiry, [Enter GO BarnweLL at 
4 diftance.] O death, thou ſtrange myſterious 


Power; ſeen every day, yet never underſtood but by 


the incommunicative dead, what art thou? the 
extenſive mind of man, that with a thought circles 
the earth's vaſt globe, ſinks to the centre, or 
aſcends above the „that worlds exotic finds, or 
thinks it finds, thy thick clouds attempt to paſs in 
vain : loſt and bewilder'd in the horrid loom, de- 
feated the returns more doubtful than before; of 
nothing certain—but of labour loſt. 
[During this ſpeech, BaxxweLL ſometimes pre- 
ſents the piſtol, and draws it back again. 
BARNWELL. 
Oh, tis impoſſible! | [throwing down the piftol. 
Uncle flarts and attempts to draw bis fvord.— 
A UNCLE, EW. 
A man ſo near me, arm'd and maſqu'd !— 
9 BARNWELL, 
. Nay; then there's no retreat. 
LPlucis a poniard from his beſom and fab: him. 


einn. 
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UNCLE. 


Oh! I am lain! all gracious heaven regard the 
rayer of thy dying ſervant : bleſs, with the choiceſt 
leflings, my deareſt nephew: forgive my murder- 

er, — take my fleeting ſoul to endleſs merey. 


[BaxxWELL throws off his Maſe, runs to him, 
and kneeling by him, raiſes and chafes him. 
BARNWE LI. 

Expiring ſaint! Oh, murder'd, martyr'd uncle! 
lift up your dying eyes, and view your nephew in 
your murderer,—Q do not look ſo e upon 
me Let indignation lighten from your eyes, and 
blaſt me ere you die. — By heaven he weeps 1n pity 
of my woes.—Tears - Tears, for blood. — The 
murder'd, in the agonies of death, weeps for his 
murderer.—O ! ſpeak your pious purpoſe ;— pro- 
nounce my pardon then, ml take me with you. — 
He wou'd but cannot.— O why, with ſuch fond af. 
fection, do you preſs my murdering hand? — What! 
will you kid me? [BarnweErLL Ae his Uncle, who 
groans and dies.) Life, that hover'd on has lips but 
till he had ſeal'd my pardon, in that kiſs expir'd. 
He's gone for ever, - and. oh! I follow - Swoons 
away upon his Uncle's dead bedy.] Do I till live to 
_ the ſuffering boſom of the earth ? Do I ill 

reathe, and taint with my infectious breath the 
wholeſome air?—Let heaven, from its high throne, 
in juſtice or in mercy, now look down on that dear 
murder'd ſaint, and me the murderer; and, if his 
vengeance ſpares, let pity ſtrjike and end my 
wretched being. Murder the worſt of crimes, and 
parricide the worſt of murders, and this the worſt 
of 8 Cain, who ſtands on record from 
the birth of time, and muſt to its laſt final period, 
as accurs'd, flew a brother favour'd above him: — 

4 Deteſted 
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Deteſted Nero, by another's hand, diſpatch'd a 
mother, that he fear'd and hated: but I, with my 


own hand, have murder'd a brother, mother, fa- 


ther, and a friend; moſt loving and belov'd. — This 
execrable act of mine's without a parallel. O may 


it ever ſtand alone, the laſt of murders, as it is the 
worſt. 


The rich man thus, in torment and deſpair, 
Prefer'd his vain, but charitable prayer. 


The fool, his own ſoul loſt, wou'd fain be wiſe 
For others good ; but heaven his ſuit denies. 


By laws and means well known we ſtand or fall; 


And one eternal rule remains for all. 


ACT 
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ACT . 


SCENE I. 
A Room in THOR OWGOOD's Houſe, 


MARIA. 


OW falſly do they judge, who cenſure or ap- 
laud, as we're afflicted or rewarded here? T 
know I am unhappy, yet cannot charge myſelf with 
anycrime, more than the common frailtiesofourkind, 
that ſhould provoke juſt heaven to mark me out for 
ſufferings ſo uncommon and ſevere. Falſly to ac- 
cuſe — heaven muſt abhor; then is it juſt 
and right that innocence ſhould ſuffer, for heaven 
muſt be juſt in all its ways. Perhaps by that we are 
kept from moral evils, much worſe than penal, or 
more improv'd in virtue: or may not the leſſer ills 
that we ſuſtain be made the means of greater 
to others? might all the joy leſs days and ſleepleſs 
nights that I have paſt, but purchaſe peace for thee, 


Thou dear, dear cauſe of all my grief and pain, 
Small were the loſs, and infinite the gain; 
Tho” to the grave, in ſecret love I pine, 

So life and fame, and happineſs were thine. 


Enter TxautMan. 
What news of Barnwell ? 
| TRUEMAN. 
None. I have ſought him with the greateſt di- 
ligence but all in vain. | 
| MARIA. 
Does my father yet ſuſpe& the cauſe of his ab» 


ſence ? 
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TRUEMAN. 

All appear'd ſo juſt and fair to him, it is not 
fible he ever ſhou'd'; but his abſence will no longer 
be conceal'd. Your father's wiſe; and tho? he 
ſeems to hearken to the friendly excuſes I wou'd 
make for Barnwell ; yet, I am afraid, he regards 
them only as ſuch, without ſuffering them to influ. 
ence his judgment. 

MARIA. 


How does the unhappy youth defeat all our de- 


ſigus to ſerve him! yet I can never repent what we 
have done. Shou'd he return, *twill make his re- 
conciliation with my father eaſier, and preſerve him 
from future reproach, from a malicious unforgiving 
world. 


©" Emer THOROWGOOD ax» LUCY. 
THOROWGOOD. 


This woman here has given mea ſad, and (bating 
ſome circumſtances) too probable account of Barn- 


- well's defection. 


LUCY. 
I am ſorry, Sir, that my frank confeflion of my 


former unhappy courſe of life ſhould cauſe you to 
ſuſpe& my truth on this occaſion. 
THOROWGOOD. 

It is not that; your confeſſion has in it all the 
appearance of truth. [To then.] Among many 
— particulars, ſhe . me * Barnwell has 
been influenced to break his truſt, and wrong me, 
at ſeveral times, of conſiderable ſums of money; 
now, as I know this to be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt 
the whole of her relation—too dreadful — to be 
willingly believ'd. : 

. MARI A, 


Ss ico XA # & e 
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MARIA. 


Sir, your pardon ; I find myſelf on a ſudden fo 
indiſpoſed, that I muſt retire. —Providence oppoſes 
all attempts to ſave him. — Poor ruin'd — 
Wretched loſt Maria! [ Aide. Exit Maria. 


THOROWGOOD, 


How am Idiftreſs'd on every fide ! Pity for that 
unhappy youth, fear forthe life of a much valued 
friend and then my child — the only joy and 
hope of my declining life !— Her melancholy in- 
creaſes hourly, and gives me painful apprehen- 
fions of her loſs—O Trueman! this perſon informs 
me, that your friend, at the inſtigation of an im- 
pious woman, is gone to rob and murder his vene- 
rable uncle. 


TRUE MAN. 

O execrable deed ! I am blaſted with the horror 

of the thought. 
f LUCY, 

This delay may ruin all. 

. THOROWGOOD., 

What to door think I know not ; that he ever 
wrong'd me, I know is falſe ;. the reſt may be ſo 
too; there's all my hope. 

TRUEMAN. 

Truſt not to that; rather ſuppoſe all true than loſe 
a moment's time ; even now the horrid deed may 
be a doing — dreadful imagination !—or it may 
be done, and we be vainly hating on the means 
to prevent what is already paſt. 

THOROWGOOD. 
This earneſtneſs convinces me that he knows 


more than he has yet diſcover d. What, ho? 
without 
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without there ? who waits ? 2 a ſervant.) Or- 
der the groom to ſaddle the ſwifteſt horſe, and pre- 
pare to ſet out with ſ : an affair of life and 
death demands his diligence. | Exit Servant. ] 
For you, whoſe behaviour on this occaſion I have 
no time to commend as it deſerves, I muſt enga 
our farther aſſiſtance. Return and obſerve this 
Ilwood till I come. I have your directions, and 
will follow you as ſoon as poſſible. [ Exit Lucy. 
Trueman, you I am ſure will not be idle on this oc- 
caſion. [Exit TnoxowGodgn, 


| TRUEMAN, 
He only, who is a friend, can judge of my di- 
fireſs. | [Exit. 


SCENE I. 
Mirtwood's Hey/+. 


MILLWOOD. _ 

I wiſh I knew the event of his deſign ; — the at- 
tempt without ſucceſs would ruin him — Well! what 
have F to apprehend from that? I fear too much. 
The miſchief being only intended, his friends, in 
pity of his youth, turn all their rage on me. | 

ould have thought of that before. Suppoſe the 
deed done - then, and then only, I ſhall be ſecure ; 
or what if he returns without attempting it at all. 
[Enter Barnwell Goody.) But he is here, and 1 
have done him wrong ; his bloody hands ſhew he 
bas done the deed, but ſhew he wants the prudence 
to conceal it. | 

BARNWELL. 

Where ſhall I hide me? whither ſhall I fly to 

avoid the ſwift unerring hand of juſtice ? 


MIL LWOOD. 
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MILLWOOD. 


Diſmiſs your fears: tho' thouſands had purſued 
you to the door, yet being enter'd here, you are 
ſafe as innocence. I have ſuch a cavern, by art 
ſo cunningly contriv'd, that the piercing eyes of 
jealouſy and revenge may ſearch in vain, nor find 
the entrance to the ſafe retreat ; there will I hide 
you if any danger's near. 

BARNWELL, 


O hide me- from myſelf, if it be poſſible ; for 
while I bear my conſcience in my boſom, tho' I 
were hid where man's eye never ſaw, nor light e' er 
dawn'd,: *twere all in vain. For oh! that inmate, 
that impartial judge, will try, convict and ſentence 
me for murder, and execute me with never endin 
torments. Behold theſe hands all crimſon'd o'er 
with my dear uncle's blood! Here's a ſight to make 
a ſtatue ſtart with horror, or turn a living man into 


a ſtatue. 


Ridiculous! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 


your own ſhadow; or, what's leſs than a ſhadow, 
your conſcience. 


BARNWELL. 


Tho' to man unknown I did the accurſed act, a 


what can we hide from heaven's all ſeeing eye ? 


| MILLWOOD, 
No more of this ſtuff; —what advantage have 
E made of his death, or what advantage may yet 
made of it? Did you ſecure the keys of his 


treaſure ? thoſe, no doubt, were about him; what 


old, what jewels, or what elſe of value have you 
rought me ? 


| B A R N- 
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0 | BARNWEL I. 

Think you I added ſacrilege to murder? Oh! 

had you ſeen him as his life flowed from him in a 

crimſon flood, and heard him praying for me by 
e 


the double name of nephew and of murderer : (alas, 
alas! he knew not then that his nephew was his 
murderer) how wou'd you have wiſh'd as I did, tho' 
you had a thouſand years of life to come to have 
giyen them all to have lengthen'd his one hour ! but 

ing dead, I fled the fight of what my hands had 
done ; nor cou'd I, to have gain'd the empire of 
the world, have violated, by theft, his ſacred corpſe. 

MILL WOOD. 

Whining, prepoſterous, canting villain ! to mur- 
der your uncle, rob him of life, nature's firſt, laſt, 
dear S after which there's no injury; 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and 
bring to me your penury and guilt! Do you think 
Fil hazard my reputation; nay, my life, to enter- 
tain you ? | 
. BARNWELL. 

- ,.Q Millwood ! - this from thee !—butT have done 
If you hate me, if you wiſh me dead, then are 
vou happy —foroh! *tis ſure my grief will quickly 
end me, 
MILLWOOD. 
In his madneſs he will diſcover all and involve 


me in his ruin; we are on a precipice from whence 
there's no retreat for both — then to preſerve myſelf 
—[ Panſes.)—There is no other way—'tis dreadful 
but reflection comes too late when danger's preſ- 
"ing - and there's no room for choice.— It muſt be 
done. [ Afide. © Rings a bell. Enter a ſervant] 
Fetch me an officer and ſeize this villain, he has 
a 3 con- 


F 
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confeſs'd himſelf a- murderer; ſhould I let him 
eſcape, I juſtly might be thought as bad as he. 
[ Exit Servant. 

BARNWELL., 


O 1 ! ſure you do ws cannot mean * | 
Stop the meflenger, upon my knees I beg you? 
call him back. 75 I I die indeed, bay Ls by 
you, I will this inſtant deliver myſelf into the 
hands of juſtice, indeed I will; for death is all I 
wiſh : but thy ingratitude ſo tears my wounded ſoul, 
tis worſe ten thouſand times than death with tor- 
ture, | 


MILLWOOD., 
Call it what you will; Iam willing to live, and 


hve ſecure, which nothing but your death can war- 
rant. | 


BARNWE LI. 


If there be a pitch of wickedneſs that ſeats the 
author beyond the reach of vengeance, you muſt 
be ſecure. But what remains for me, but a diſmal 
dungeon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and 
an ignominious death—juſtly to fall unpitied and 
abhor'd. —After death to be ſui; ded between 
heaven and earth, a dreadful ſpeQtacle, the warn- 
ing and horror of a gaping crowd. This I cou'd 
bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, had it but come fro 
any hand bat thine. | 


Enter BlLuxT, Officer and Attendants. 


MILL WOOD. 


Heaven defend me ! conceal a murderer ! here, 
Sir, take this youth into your cuſtody. I accuſe 
him of murder, and will appear to make my 


Vor. I. 7 Bary- 
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BARNWELL. 


To whom, of what, or how ſhall I complain? 
I'll not accuſe her. The hand of heav'n is in it, 
and this the puniſhment of luſt and parricide. 
Yet heaven, that juſtly cuts me off, ſtill ſuffers her 
to live; perhaps to puniſh others ;— tremendous 
mercy! ſo fiends are curs'd with immortality, to 
be the executioners of heaven. | 

Be warn'd, ye youths, who ſee my ſad deſpair, 

Avoid — bon falſe as they \ fair; F 
4 reaſon guided, honeſt joys purſue ; | 

The fair to honour, and to virtue true, g 

—. to herſelf, will ne'er be falſe to you. 

By my example, learn to ſhun my fate, 

(How wretched is the man who's wiſe too late !) 

Ere innocence, and fame, and life be loſt, 

Here purchaſe wiſdom, cheaply, at my coſt. 

[ BazxnwWELL, Officer a nd Attendant:. 


MILLWOOD, 


Where's Lucy? why is ſhe abſent at ſuch a 
time ? : 


BLUNT. 
Wou'd I had been fo too. Lucy will ſoon be here; 
and, I hope, to thy confuſion, thou devil! 
S MILLWOOD, 
Infolent ! This to me ? | 
BLUNT, 93 
The worſt that we know of the devil is, that he 


firſt ſeduces to fin, and then betrays to puniſhment. 
| - [Exit BrunT, 


MILLWOOD. 
They diſapprove of my conduct then, and mean 
to take this opportunity to ſet up for W — 
| | ' My 
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My ruin is reſolv'd I ſee my danger; but ſcorn 
both it and them; I was not born to fall by ſuch 
weak inſtruments, [ Going. 


Enter THoROWGOOD, 


THOROWGOOD., 


| Where is the ſcandal of her own ſex, and curſe 
of ours ? 


MILLWOOD. 
What means this inſolence? Who do you ſeek ? 
THOROWGOOD, 
Millwood. 
MILLWOOD, 


Well, you have found her then.—-I am Mill- 
wood. 
THOROWGOOD, 


Then you are the moſt impious wretch that c'er 
the ſun beheld. 


 MILLWOOD. 
- From your canon I ſhou'd have expected 


wiſdom and moderation, but your manners bely 
your aſpect. What is your buſineſs here ? I know 
you not. 

THOROWGOOD, 

Hereafter you may know me better ;—I am Barn- 
well's maſter, | 

Ma MILLW OOD. 

Then you are maſter to a villain ; which, I 

think, is not much to your credit, 
THOROWGOOD. 

Had he been as much above thy arts, as my cre- 
dit is ſuperior tothy malice, I need not have bluſh'd 
to own him. { 

M 2 Mirr- 


| 


from a gentlemanof your appearance, and there- 
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MILLWOOD. | 
My arts!—I don't underſtand you, Sir! if he 
has done amiſs, what's that to me? was he my ſer- 


vant, or yours? —You ſhou'd have taught him 
better. | 


Why ſhou'd I wonder to find ſuch uncommon 
impudence in one arrived to ſuch a height of wick- 
edneſs ? when innocence is baniſh'd, modeſty 
ſoon follows. Know, ſorcereſs, Pm not ignorant 
of any of thy arts, by which you firſt deceiv'd 
the unwary youth: I know how, ſtep by ſtep, 
you've led him on, (reluctant and unwilling) 


from crime to crime, to this laſt horrid act, which 


you contriv'd, and by your curſed wiles even 
forced him to commit. 
| | MILLWOOD, 

Ha! Luey has got the advantage, and accuſed 
me firſt; unleſs I can turn the accuſation, and fix 
it upon her and Blunt, I am loſt. [ Afede. 

_THOROWGOO0D. 

Had I known your cruel d ſooner, it had 
been prevented to ſee you puniſh'd as the law di- 
rects is all that now remains. Poor ſatisfaction 
for he, innocent as he is, compar'd to you, muſt 
fuffer too. But heaven, who knows our frame and 
graciouſly diſtinguiſhes between frailty and preſump- 
non, will make 8 difference, tho* man cannot; 
who ſees not the heart, but only judges by the out- 
ward action. £ 

"MEL LWOOD,. 
_- I find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our ſervants. 
I was farpriz'd.at ſach ill treatment, without cauſe, 


fore 
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fore too haſtily return'd it: for which I aſk your 
pardon. I now perceive you have been fo far im- 
pos'd on, as to think me engaged in a former cor- 


reſpondence with your ſervant ; and, ſome way or 
other, acceſſary to his undoing. 


THOROWGOOD., : 
| I charge you as the cauſe, the ſole canſe of all 
his guilt and all his ſuffering ; of all he now en- 
dures, and muſt endure, till a violent and ſhame- 
ful death ſhall put a dreadful period to his life and 
miſeries together. 

MILLWOOD, 

"Tis very ſtrange ; but who's ſecure from ſcan- 
dal and detraction? So far from contributing to his 
ruin, I never ſpoke to him till fince that fatal acci- 
dent, which I lament as much as you: 'tis true I 
have a ſervant, on whoſe account he has of late 
frequented my houſe ; if ſhe has abus'd my good 


opinion of her, am I to blame? hasn't Barnwell 
done the ſame by you ? 


THOROWGOOD, 

I hear you ; pray goon. 

MILLWOOD. 

I have been informed he hada violent paſſion for 
her, and ſhe for him; but till now I always thought 
it innocent; I know her poor, and given to expen- 
ſive pleaſures: now who can tell but ſhe may have 
influenced the amorous youth to commit this mur- 
der, to ſupply her extravagancies ? it muſt be ſo, 
I now recolle& a thouſand circumſtances that con- 
firm it: I'll have her and a man ſervant, that I ſuſ- 
peR as an accomplice, ſecured immediately. L hope, 
Sir, you will lay aſide your ill- grounded ſuſpicions 
of me, and join-to puniſh the real contrivers of this 
bloody deed. [Offers to go. 

3 THOROW= 
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| THOROWGOOD. 
Madam, you paſs not this way : I ſee your deſign, 
but ſhall protect them from your malice. 
| MILLWOOD, 


1 hope you will not uſe your influence and the 
credit of your name, to ſcreen ſuch guilty wretches. 
Confider, Sir, the wickedneſs of perſuading a 


| thoughtleſs youth to ſuch a crime. 


THOROWGOOD. 
I do—and of betraying him when it was done. 
MILLWOOD. 

That which you call betraying him, may con- 
vince you of my innocence. She who loves him, 
tho* ſhe contriv'd the murder, would never have 
delivered him into the hands of juſtice, as I, truck 
with horror at his crimes, have done. 

THOROWGOOD. . 

How ſhou'd an unexperienc'd youth eſcape her 
ſnares? the powerful magick of her wit and form 
might betray the wiſeſt to ſimple dotage, and fire 
the blood that age had froze long ſince Even I, that 
with juſt prejudice came prepar'd, had by her artful 
ſtory been deceiv'd, but that my ſtrong conviction 
of her guilt makes even a doubt impoſhble. [ A/c. 

m Gubelely ou wou'd accuſe, you know 
are your accuſers ; N (which proves unanſwerably 
their innocence and your guilt) they accus'd you 
before the deed was done, and did all that was in 
their power to prevent it. I 

MILLWOOD. 

Sir, you are very hard to be convinc'd ; but I have 
ſach a proof, which, when produced, will filence 
all objections. [ExitMiLLywooD, 


Enter 
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Enter Lucy, TrxuzmMan, BluxT, Officers, Cc. 
LUCY. 


Gentlemen, pray place yourſelves, ſome on one 
ide of that door, and ſome on the other; watch 
her entrance, and act as your prudence ſhall direct 

ou. This way [To TxorowGo0D] and note her 
1 : I have obſerv'd her, ſhe's driven to the 
laſt extremity, and is forming ſome deſperate 
reſolution. I gueſs at her deſign. 
Re-enter M1LLwooD with a Piſtol, TrxuBMAN 
fecures her. 

Here thy power of doing miſchief ends, deceit- 
ful, cruel, bloody woman |! 

M1LLW © OD. 

Fool, hypocrite, villain — Man! thou canſt not 
call me that. . 

TRUEMAN, 
: TOM thee woman were to wrong thy ſex, thou 
evil! 
| MILLWOOD, 

That imaginary being is an emblem of thy eurſ- 
ed ſex collected. A mirror, wherein each parti- 
cular man may ſee his own likeneſs, and that of all 
mankind. 

THOROWGOOD. 

Think not by aggravating the faults of others 

to extenuate thy own ; of which the abuſe of ſach 


| 2— perfections of mind and body is not the 
e 


" MILLWOOD., 
Tf ſuch I had, well may I curſe your barbarous 
ſex, who rob'd me of em, ere I knew their worth; 
M4 then 
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then left me too late, to count their value by their 
loſs. Another and another ſpoiler came, and all 
my gain was poverty and reproach. My ſoul diſ- 
dain'd, and yet diſdains dependance and contempt. 
Riches, no matter by what means obtained, I ſaw 
ſecur'd the worſt of men from both; I found it 
therefore neceſſary to be rich; and to that end I 
ſummon'd all my arts. You call em wicked; be 
it ſo, they were ſuch as my converſation with your 
ſex had furniſh'd me withal. | 
THOROWGOOD, 


Sure none but the worlt of men convers'd with 


thee. 
MILLWOOD, 


Men of all degrees and all profeſſions I have 
known, yet found no difference, but in their ſeve- 
ral capacities; all were alike wicked to the utmoſt 
of their power. In pride, contention, ayarice, 
cruelty, and revenge, the reverend prieſthood were 
my unerring ples by From ſuburb-magiſtrates, 
who live by ruin'd reputations, as the unhoſpitable 
natives of Cornwall do by ſhipwrecks, I learn'd 
that to charge my innocent neighbours with my 
crimes was to merit their protection; for to ſkreen 
the guilty, is the leſs ſcandalous, when many are 
ſuſpetted; and detraction, like darkneſs and death, 
blackens all objects, and levels all diſtinction. 
Such are your venal magiſtrates, who favour none 
but ſuch as, by their office, they are ſworn to pu- 
miſh : wich them not to be guilty, is the of 
crimes; and large fees, privately paid, are every 


needful virtue. 
THOROWGOOD, 
Tour practice has ſufficiently diſcovered your 
contempt of laws, both human and Ane e 
| a wonde 
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— then that you ſhould hate the officers of 


MIL LWOOD.. 

I know you, and I hate you all; I expe& no mer- 
cy, and I aſk for none; I follow'd my inclinations, 
and that the beſt of you do every day. All actions 
ſeem alike natural and indifferent to man and beaſt; 
who devour, or are devour'd, as they meet with 
others weaker or ſtronger than themſelves. 


THOROWGOOD, 

What pity it is, a mind ſo comprehenſive, dar- 
ing and inquiſitive, ſhou'd be a ſtranger to religion's 
ſweet and powerful charms ! 

 MILLWOOD. 


I am not fool enough to be an atheiſt! tho” I 
have known enough of men's hypocriſy to make a 
thouſand fimple women ſo. Whatever religion is 
in itſelf, as praftis'd by mankind, it has cauſed 
the evils, you ſay, it was deſign'd to cure. War, 
plague, and famine, have not deſtroyed ſo many of 
the human race, as this pretended piety has done ; 
and with ſuch barbarous cruelty, as if the only way 
to honour heaven, were to turn the preſent world 


into hell. 


THOROWGOOD, 
Truth is truth, tho*-from an enemy, and ſpoke 
in malice. You bloody, blind, and ſuperſtitious 
bigots, how will you anſwer this ? 


MILLWOOD, 

What are your laws, of which you make your 
boaſt, but the fool's wiſdom, and the coward's va- 
lour? the inftrument and ſkreen of all your villai- 
nies ; by which you puniſh in others whe ou act 
yourſelves, or wou'd have acted, had you - in 

eir 
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their circumſtances. The judge, who condemns 
the poor man for being a thief, had been a thief 
himſelf had he been poor. Thus you go on de- 
ceiving, and being deceived, harafling, plaguing, 
and deſtroying one another ; but women are your 
univerſal prey. 


Women, by whom you are the ſource of joy, 
With cruel arts you labour to deſtroy 

A thouſand ways our ruin you purſue, 

Yet blame in us thoſe arts firſt taught by you. 

Oh! may, from hence, each violated maid, 

By flatt'ring, faithleſs, barb'rous man betray'd ; 
When robb'd of innocence, and virgin fame, 
From your deſtruction raiſe a nobler name; 

To right their ſex's wrongs devote their mind, 

And future MiLLwoops prove to plague mankind. 


AcT 


GEORGE BARN WELL. 1 


ACT 'Y; 


SCENE I. 


A Room in a Priſon. 
Enter THorRowGO0D, BLuNnT and Lucy. 


THOROWGOOD. | 
HAVE recommended to Barnwell a reverend 
divine, whoſe judgment and integrity I am well 
acquainted with; nor has Millwood been neglected, 
but ſhe, unhappy woman, flill obſtinate, refuſes 


his aſſiſtance. 
LUCY. 


This pious charity to the afflicted well becomes 
your character; yet pardon me, Sir, if I wonder 
you were not at their trial. 


THOROW GOOD, 

I knew it was impoſſible to ſave him; and I and 
my family bear ſo great a part in his diſtreſs, that 
to have been preſent wou'd but have aggravated our 
ſorrows without relieving his. | 


BLUNT. 

It was mournful indeed. Barnwell's youth and 
modeſt deportment, as he paſs'd, drew tears from 
every eye. When placed at the bar, and arraigned 
before the Roms judges, with many tears and 
interrupting ſobs he confeſs'd and aggravated his 
offences, without accuſing, or once reflecting on 
Millwood, the ſhameleſs author of his ruin ; who 
dauntleſs and unconcern'd ſtood by his fide, view- 
ing with viſible pride and contempt the vaſt aſſem- 
bly, who all with ſympathizing ſorrow wept for the 
wretched youth. Millwood, when called upon to 
anſwer, loudly inſiſted upon her innocence, = 

made 
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made an artful and a bold defence; but finding all 
in vain, the impartial jury and the learn'd bench 
concurring to find her guilty, how did ſhe curſe 
herſelf, poor Barnwell, us, her judges, all man- 
kind ; but what cou'd that avail? ſhe was con- 
demn'd, and is this day to ſuffer with him. 
THOROWGOOD, h 

The time draws on; I am going to viſit Barn- 

well, as you are Millwood. 

| LUCY. 
We have not wrong'd her, yet I dread this inter- 
view. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and un- 
forgiving. To be the branded inſtruments of 
vengeance, to ſuffer in her ſhame, and ſympathize 
with her in all ſhe ſuffers, is the tribute we muſt pay 
for our former ill-ſpent lives, and long confedera- 
cy with her in wickedneſs. 
THOROWGOOD. 

Happy for you it ended when it did. What you 
have done againſt Millwood 1 know proceeded from 
a juſt abhorrence of her crimes, free from intereſt, 
malice, or revenge. Proſelytes to virtue ſhould be 
encourag'd ; purſue' your propos'd reformation, 
and know me for your friend. 

LUCY. 

This is a blefling as unhop'd for as unmerited; 
but heaven, that ſnatched us from impending ruin, 
fure intends you as its inftrument to ſecure us from 


apoſtaſy. = | 
THOROWGOOD, 

With gratitude to impute your deliverance to 

heaven is juſt. Many, leſs virtuouſly diſpos'd than 

Barnwell was, have never fallen in the manner he 
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to Providence than to themſelves ? With pity and 
compaſſion let us judge him. Great were his faults, 
but ſtrong was the temptation, Let his ruin learn 
us difidence, humanity and circumſpection; for 
we, who wonder at his fate, perhaps had we, like 
him, been tried, like him we had fallen too, 


SCENE H. 
A Dungeon, a Table, and Lamp. BARNWELL reading. 


Enter Tw0r0WwG00D at 4 diftance. 


THOROWGOOD, 


There ſee the bitter fruits of paſſion's deteſted 
reign and ſenſual appetite indulg d, ſevere reflec- 
tions, penitence and tears, 


BARNWELL, 

My honour'd injur'd maſter, whoſe goodneſs has 4 
cover'd me a thouſand times with ſhame, forgive & 
this laſt unwilling diſreſpect; indeed I ſaw you not. : 

THOROWGOOD., 

"Tis well, I oſs you were better employed in 
viewing of yourſelf; your journey's long, your 
time for preparation almoſt ſpent. I ſent a reve- 


rend divine to teach you to improve it, and ſhould 
be glad to hear of his ſucceſs. 


BARNWELL. 


, The word of truth, which he recommended for 
my conſtant companion in this my ſad retirement, 
has at length remov'd the doubts I laboured under, 
From thence I've learn'd the infinite extent of 
heavenly mercy ; that my offences, tho' great, are 
not unpardonable ; and that tis not my intereſt on- 
ly, but my duty to believe and to rejoice in — 
ö pe 
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hope : ſo ſhall heaven receive the glory, and future 
penitents the profit of my example. 
THOROWGOOD, 


Proceed, 
BARNWELTI. 

"Tis wonderful that words ſhould charm deſpair, 
ſpeak peace and pardon to a murderer's conſcience ; 
but truth and mercy flow in every ſentence, attended 
with forceand energy divine. How ſhall I deſcribe 
my preſent ſtate of mind? I hope in doubt, and 
trembling I rejoice; I feel my grief increaſe, even 
as my fears give way, Joy and gratitude now ſup- 
ply more tears, than the horror and anguiſh of de- 
pair before. 

oh THOROWGOOD. 
Theſe are the genuine figns of true repentance, 
the only preparatory, the certain way to everlaſtin 
peace. O the joy it gives to ſee a ſoul form'd — 

repar'd for heaven; for this the faithful miniſter 
— himſelf to meditation, abſtinence and 
prayer, ſhunning the vain delights of ſenſual joys, 
and daily dies that others may live for ever. For 
this he turns the ſacred volumes o'er, and ſpends 
his life in painful ſearch of truth. The love of 
riches, and the luſt of power, he looks upon with 
juſt contempt and — — who only counts for 
wealth the fouls he wins; and whoſe higheſt ambi- 
tion is to ſerve mankind, If the reward of all his 
pains be to preſerve one ſoul from wandering, or 


turn one from the error of his ways, how does he 
then rejoice, and own his little labours over-paid ? 


x BARNWELL. 
What do I owe for all your generous kindneſs ? 
but thoughl cannot, heaven can and will reward you. 


THOROW- 
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THOROWGOOD, 


To ſee thee thus is joy too great for words. 
Farewell Heaven ſtrengthen thee. — Farewell. 


BARNWELL, 


O! fir, there's ſomething I would ſay, if my 
ſadſwelling heart would give me leave. 


THOROWGOOD, 

Give it venta while, and try. 

BARNWELL. 

I had a friend—'tis true I am unworthy—yet 
methinks your generous example might perſuade 
—Cou'd I not ſee him once, before I go from 
whence there's no return ? 


THOROWGOOD. 


He's coming, and as much thy friend as ever; 
but P11 not anticipate his ſorrow ;* too ſoon he'll ſee 
the ſad effect of his contagious ruin. This tor- 
rent of domeſtic miſery bears too hard upon me, [ 
mult retire to indulge a weakneſs I find impoſſible 
to overcome. [ 4/ide.] Much lov'd — and much 
lamented youth - Farewell—heaven ſtrengthen thee 
— Eternally farewell, | 


BARNWELL. 

The beſt of maſters and of men farewell 

While I live let me not want your prayers. 
THOROW GOOD. 

Thou ſhalt not ;— thy peace being made with 
heaven, deaths already vanquiſh'd ; bear a little 
longer the pains that attend this tranſitory life, and 

e from pain for ever. [Exit TroxowGcoo0D. 
BARN WELL. 

Perhaps I ſhall. I find a power within that bears 

my ſoul above the fears of death, and, ſpite of 


conſciↄu; 


Now + I -»- - . 
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conſcious ſhame and _—_ gives me a taſte of plea- 


ſure more than mo 
Enter TRUBEMAN and KEEPER, 
| KEEPER, 
Sir, there's the priſoner. | [Exit Keeyes, 


BARNWELL. 
Trueman !—My friend, whom I fo wiſh'd to 
ſee, yet now he's I dare not look upon him. 
[ Weeps, 
| TRUEMAN, 
O Barnwell! Barnwell! 
] 8 ca r 7 
m cious heaven eath 
but —＋ for hi I 8 | ; 
TRUEMAN, 
What have I ſuffer'd fince I ſaw you laſt ? - what 
— _ abſence given me ?— But, Oh! to ſee thee 
us 


BARNWELL. 
T know it is dreadful ! I feel the anguiſh of thy 
erous foul—but I was born to murder all who 
me. [ Both aweep, 
TRUEMAN, 

I came not to reproach you ;—T thought to bring 
you comfort—but Pm deceiv'd, for 1 have none 
to give z—1 came to ſhare thy ſorrow, but cannot 

my own. be: 

My ſenſe of guilt indeed you cannot know ; tis 
what the good and innocent, like you, can ne'er 
conceive; but other griefs, at preſent, I have none, 


but what I feel for you. In your forrow — 
— ove 


= 
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ſove me till; but yet, methinks, tis ſtrange, 
when I confider what I am. | 
TRUEMAN, 2 

No more af that; 1 can remember nothing but 
thy virtues, thy honeſt, tender friendſhip, aur 
former happy ſtare and preſent miſery. — O had you 
truſted me when firſt the fair ſeducer tempted you, 
all might have been prevenred. 

BARNWELL. 

Alas! thou knoweſt not what a wretch I've been. 
Breach of friendſhip was "t firſt and leaſt offence ; 
ſo far was loſt to yas o devoted to the authar 


of my ruin, that had ſhe infiſted on my murdering 
TI I think — 1 ſhou'd have done it 4 


Prithee, aggravate thy faults no more. 

 BARNWELL. 

I thinkT ſhou'd ! Thus good and generous as you 
are, I ſhou'd have murder'd you ! 

TRUEM AN. 

We have not yet embraced, and may be inter- 

rupted. Come to my arms. 
BARNWELL. 

Never, never will I taſte fuch joys on earth; 
never will I fo ſooth my juſt remorſe! Are theſe 
honeſt arms and faithful boſom fit to embrace and 
to ſupport a murderer ? theſe iron fetters only ſhall 
claſp, and flinty pavement bear me; [throwing 
himſelf on the ground.) even theſe too good for 
ſuch a bloody monſter. 8 

TRUEMAYN. 

Shall fortune ſever thoſe whom friendſhip joined! 
thy miſeries cannot lay thee fo low, but love will 

Vor. I. N find 
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find thee, - Here will we offer to ſtern calamity ;— 
this place the altar, and ourſelves the ſacrifice. — 
Our mutual groans ſhall echo to each other thro' 
the dreary vault ; —our ſighs ſhall number the mo- 
ments as they paſs, and mingling tears communi- 
cate ſuch anguiſh, as words were never made to 


expreſs. 
| BARNWELL. 


Then be it ſo. [ Rifing.] Since you propoſe an 
intercourſe of woe, —_ your die — my 
breaſt, and in exchange take mine. [ Embracing.) 
Where's now the anguiſh that you promis'd ? you've 
taken mine, and make me no return. Sure peace 
and comfort dwell within theſe arms, and ſorrow 
can't approach me while Im here. This too is the 
work of heaven; which, having before ſpoke 
peace and pardon to me, now ſends thee to confirm 
it.—O take, take ſome of the joy that overflows 
my breaſt! ge! 
TRUEMAN, 


I do, I do. Almighty Power, how. haſt thou 
made us capable to bear, at once, the extremes of 


pleaſure and of pain! 
Enter KrEYER. 


KEEPRR., 


, <a. | 
| TRUEMAN. | 

_ Tcome. - [Exit Krzrrs. 

4 BARNWELL, 

Muſt you leave me Death would ſoon have 
parted us for ever. | 

11 "FT. TRUEMAN. 

_.- OmyBarnwell! there's yet another taſk behind: 
AA Again your heart muſt bleed for others woes. 

B ARN- 


* 
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BARNWELL. 


To meet and part with you I thought was all I 
had to do on 2 What is there more for me to 
do or ſuffer ? 


TRUEMAN., 
I dread to tell thee, yet it muſt be known. 
Maria 
BARNWE LI. 
Our maſter's fair and virtuous daughter 


TRUEMAN. 
The ſame. 


a BARNWE LI. 
No misfortune, I hope, has reach'd that lovely 


maid! Preſerve her, heaven, from every ill, to 
ſhew mankind that goodneſs is your care. 
| TRUEMAN. 
Thy, thy misfortunes, my unhappy friend, have 
reach:d her. Whatever you and 4 have felt and 
more, if more be poſſible, ſhe feels for you. 


BARNWELL. 
I know he doth abhor a lye, and would not trifle 
with his dying friend. This is indeed the bitter- 
neſs of death. [Aldi. 


TRUEMAN. 


You muſt remember, for we all obſerved it, for 
ſome time paſt, a heavy melancholy weighed her 
down ; diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pin'd and lan- 
guiſh'd from a cauſe unknown ; till hearing of 
your dreadful fate, the long ſtifled flame blaz'd out, 
ſhe wept, ſhe wrung her hands, and tore her hair ; 
and, in the tranſport of her grief. diſcovered her 
own loſt ſtate, while ſhe lamented your's. 


N 2 Baxfe 
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BARNWELL, | 

Will all the pain I feel reſtore thy eaſe, lovely, 
unhappy maid? [IFeepin + Why did you not 
ket me die and never know it 

TRUEMAN, 

It was impoſlible;— ſhe makes no ſecret of her 
paſſion for you, bad is determined to ſee you ere 
you die ;z—ſhe waits for me to introduce her. 

5 | . [Exit Tavemar, 

ww BARNWELL. 

Vain, buſy thoughts be ill !- what avails it 
to think on what I might have been? -I now am 
—what I've made my ſelf. 


Enter TrutMan with Mana. 
TRUEMAN, : 


Madam, reluctant I lead you to this diſmal ſcene : 
this is the ſeat of. miſery and guilt. — Here awful 
juſtice reſerves her public victims. — This is the en- 
trance to ſhameful death. l 

MAK IA. 


To this ſad place, then no improper gueſt, the 


abandon'd loſt Maria brings deſpair, and fee the 
ſabje& and the cauſe of all this world of woe. Si- 
lent motionleſs he ſtands, as if his foul had 
quitted her abode, and the lifeleſs form alone was 
left behind; yet that ſo perfect, that beauty and 
death, ever at enmity, now ſeem united there. 
BARNWELL. 

I groan, but murmur not. — Juſt heaven I am 
your own ; do with me what you pleaſe. 

ho MARIA, | 
Why are your ſtreaming eyes ſtill fix*d below ? 25 
tho* thoud'lt give the greedy earth thy forrows, 0 
5 5 ro 
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rob me of my due. Were happineſs within your 
power, you ſhould beſtowir where you pleas'd 3 but 
in your miſery I muſt and will partake. | 


BARNWELL. 

Oh! ſay not ſo, hut fly, abhor, and leave me 
to my fate—Confider what you are; how vaſt your 
fortune, and how bright your fame: — have pity on 
your — your beauty, and unequalled virtue; for 
which ſo many noble peers have ſigh'd in vain 
Bleſs with your charms ſome honourable lord 
adorn with your beauty, and, by your example, 
improve the Engliſh court, that juſtly claims ſuch 
merit: ſo ſhall I quickly be to you—as tho' I had 


never been. 


MARIA. 


When I forget you, I muſt be ſo indeed. Rea- 
ſon, choice, virtue, all forbid it.— Let women, 
like Millwood, if there are more ſuch women, 
{mile in proſperity, and in adverſity forſake. — Be 
it the pride of virtue to repair, or to partake, the 
ruin ſuch have made. 


TRUEMAN. 

Lovely, ill-fated miid! was there ever ſach ge- 
nerous diſtreſs before? how mult this pierce his 

grateful heart, and aggravate his woes! 


BARNWELL. 
Ere I knew guilt or ſhame, when fortune ſmil'd, 
and when my youthful hopes were at the higheſt; 
if then to have raiſed my thoughts to you, bad 
been preſumptinn in me, never to have been par- 
don'd, think how much beneath yourſelf yon con- 
deſcend to regard me now. 


N 3 Maria. 
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| MARIA. 

Let her bluſh, who ing love invades the 

freedom of your ſex's choice, and meanly ſues in 

hopes of a return, — Your inevitable fate hath ren- 

der d hope impoſſible as vain. — Then why ſhou'd 

I fear to avow a paſſion ſo juſt and ſo diſintereſted ? 
TRUEMAN, 

If any ſhould take occaſion from Millwood's 
crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt part of the crea- 
tion, here let them ſee their error. The moſt diſ- 
tant hopes of ſuch a tender paſſion from ſo bright 
a maid might add to the happineſs of the mot 
happy, and make the proud. Yet here tis 
laviſh'd in vain : tho” by the rich preſent the gene- 
rous donor is undone, he, on whom it is beſtow'd, 
receives no benefit. | 


BARNWE LI. 
| So the aromatick ſpices of the eaſt, which all 
the living covet and eſteem, are, with unavailing 
kindneſs, waſled on the dead. | 1 
MARIA. 

Yes, fruitleſs is my love, and unavailing all my 
ſighs and tears, Can they ſave thee from approach- 
ing death ?—from ſuch a death? O terrible idea 
— What is her miſery and diftreſs, who ſees the firſt 
laſt object of her love for whom alone ſhe'd live, 
for whom ſhe'd die a thouſand, thouſand deaths, 
if it were poſſible, expiring in her arms? ——Yet 
ſhe is happy, when compar'd to me.—Were mil- 
hons of worlds mine, I'd gladly give them in ex- 
change for her condition. - The moſt conſummate 
woe 15 light to mine. The laſt of curſes to other 
miſerable maids, is all I afk for my relief, and that 
deny'd me, 
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TRUEMAN. 
Time and reflection cure all ills, 


MARIA. 

All but this; — his dreadful cataſtrophe virtue 
herſelf abhors. To give a holiday to ſuburb 
ſlaves, and paſſing entertain the ſavage herd; who, 
elbowing each other for a ſight, purſue and preſs 
upon him like his fate. —A mind with piety and 
reſolution arm'd may ſmile on death— but publick 
ignominy — everlaſting ſhame — ſhame the death 
of ſouls - to die a thouſand times, and yet ſurvive 
even death itſelf, is never dying infamy ——Is this 
to be endured : Can I, who live in him, and muſt 
each hour of my devoted life feel all theſe woes 


renew'd - can I endure this ? — 
TRUEMAN. 
Grief has ſo impair'd her ſpirits, ſhe pants, as. 
in the agonies of death, | 
BARNWELL. 


Preſerve her heaven, and reſtore her peace, nor 
let her death be added to my crimes. i, tolls.) 
I am ſummon'd to my fate. 


Enter KeevER and Officers. 


KEEPER. 
Sir, the officers attend you ;—Millwood is al- 
ready ſummon'd. 
BARNWELL, 


Tell 'em I'm ready.—And now my friend, fare- 
well. [ Embracing.) Support and comfort the beſt 
you can this mourning tair.— No more forget not 
to pray for me.——{Turning to Maria.] Would 
you, bright excellence, permit me the honour of a 
chaſte embrace, the laſt — this world cou'd 
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ve were mine. [ She inclizes towards him; they em- 
ace.) Exalted goodneſs O turn your ches 


from earth, and me, to heaven, where virtue; like 


yours, is ever heard. Pray for the pcace of my 
departing foul....Larly my race of wickedneſs be- 


gan, and ſoon I reach'd the ſummit !——Ere na- 


tare has finiſh'd her work, and ſtamp'd me man, 
juſt at the time that others begin tofiray, my courſe 
is fnim'd. Though ſhort my ſpan of life and 
few my days ; yet count my crimes for years, and 
Thave liv'd whole ages. Thus juſtice, in compaſ. 
ſion to mankind, cuts off a wreteh like me; by 
one ſuch example to ſecure thouſands from future 
ruin. Juſtice and mercy are in heaven the ſame: 
its utmoſt ſeverity is mercy to the whole; thereb 

to cure man's folly and preſumption, which elſe 
wou'd render even infinite mercy vain and ineffec- 


tual. 


If any youth like you, in future, times 

Shall mourn my fate, tho? he abhor my crimes ; 
Or tender maid, like you, my tale ſhall hear, 
And to my ſorrows give a pitying tear: 

To each ſuch melting eye, and throbbing heart, 
Would gracious heaven this benefit impart, 
Never to know my guilt, nof feel my pain, 
Then muſt you own you ought not to complain, 
Since you nor weep, —nor ſhall I die in vain, 


[Exram BarnweLL and Officers. 
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SCENE THE LAST, 


The place of execution. The gallows and ladders at 
the farther end of the ſtage. A crowd of ſpeftators. 
BLuNnT and Lucy. 


LUCY. | 
Heavens ! what a throng ! * 2a 
BLUNT. 
How terrible is death when thus prepar'd ! 
LUCY. | 
Support them, heaven; thou only can ſu 
N., all other help is vain. a mage 
Orrierx within. 
Make way there ; make way, and give the pri- 
ſoners room. | 
LUCY, 


They are here : obſerve them well. How hamble 
and compos'd young Barnwell ſeems ! but Mill- 
wood looks wild, ruffled with paſſion, confounded 
and amazed. 


Enter Baxxweii, Miliwoop, Officers and Exe- 
cutioners. | ; 
BARNWELL., 
See, Millwood, ſee our journey's at an end. Life, 
like a tale that's told, is paſt — that ſhort but 
„i 


dark and unknown paſſage, death, is all the ſpace 
'tween us and endleſs joys, or woes eternal. 


MILLWOOD. 
Is this the end of all my ng hopes ? were 
youth and beauty given me for a curſe, and wiſdom 


only to inſure my ruin? they were, they were, 
Heaven 


_ 
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Neaven, thou haft done thy worſt. Or if thou 
haſt in ſtore ſome untried plague, ſomewhat that's 
worſe than ſhame, deſpairand death, unpitied death, 
contirm'd deſpair and ſoul-conſounding ſhame ; 
. Omething that men and angels can't deſcribe, 
and only ficnds, who bear it, can conceive ; now, 
Pour it now on this devoted head, that I may feel 
the worſt thou canſt inflict and bid dehauce to thy 
mmolſt power. 


BARNWELL. 

Yet ere we paſs the dreadful gulph of death, yet 
ere you're plunged in everlaſting woe, O bend 
your tubborn knees and harder heart, humbly to 
deprecate the wrath divine. Who knows but heaven, 
myour dying moments, may beſtow that grace and 

mercy which your lite deſpiſed | 
<6 MILLWOOD. 

Why name you mercy to a Wretch like me? 
mercy s beyond my hope; almoſt beyond my wiſh. 
Ican't repent, noraſk to be forgiven. 


| BARNWELL. 

O think what tis to be for ever, ever miſerable; 
mor with vain pride oppoſe a power, that's able to 
deſtroy you. 554 
5 MILL WOOD. 

That wall deftroy me: I feel it will. A lege 
of wrath is pouring on my ſoul. Chains, dark- 

, neſs, wheels, racks, ſharp ſlinging ſcorpions, mol- 
ten lead, and ſeas of ſulphur, are light to what! 
feel. 

BARNWELL. _ 

O add not to your vaſt account deſpair : a 
Sw more injurious to heaven, than all you've yet 
cotrmicted, 
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MILLWOOD, 
O! I have ſin'd beyond the reach of mercy. 
BARNWELI. 


O ſay not ſo: tis blaſphemy to think it. As 
yon bright roof is higher than the earth, ſo and 
much more does heaven's goodneſs paſs our appre- 
henſion. O what created being ſhall preſume to 
circumſcribe mercy, that knows no bounds ? - 


MILLWOOD. 
This yields no hope. Tho' mercy may be 


boundleſs, yet 'tis free: and I was doom'd, before 
the world began, to endleſs pains, and thou to joys 
eternal. | 

BARNWELL. 


O! gracious heaven ! extend thy pity to her : 
let thy rich mercy flow in plenteous ſtreams to 
chaſe her fears and heal her wounded ſoul. 


MILLWOOD. 
It will not be. Your prayers are loſt in air, or 


elſe returned perhaps with double bleſſing to your 
boſom; but me they help not. 


BARNW ELI. 
Yet hear me, Millwood ! 


MILL WOOD. 


Away, I will not hear thee : I tell thee, youth, 
I am by heaven devoted a dreadful inſtance of its 
power to puniſh, [BarxwzLL /cems to pray. ] If 
thou wilt pray, pray for thyſelf not me. How doth 
his fervent ſoul mount with his words, and -both 
aſcend to heaven ! that heaven, whoſe gates are 
ſhut with adamantine bars againſt my prayers, had 
Ithe will to pray -I cannot bear it - ſure tis the 
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worſt of torments to behold others enjoy that bliſs 
that we muſt never taſte. 
= + 5 OFFICER. p 
The utmoſt limit of your time's expired. 1 


{ MILLWOOD, 
i Incompaſſed with horror whither muſt I go ? 
| wou d not live — nor die — That I cou'd ceaſe to be 
—or ne'er had been 
BARNWELL, 


Since peace and comfort are denyed her here, 
may ſhe find mercy where ſhe leaſt expects it, and 
this be all her hell — From our example may all 
be taught to fly the firſt approach of vice; but it 
o en 

By ftrong temptation, weakneſs, or ſurprize, 

Lament their guilt and by repentance riſe. 

Th' impenitent alone. die unforgiven 

To ſin's like man, and to forgive like heaven. 


[ 


Enter TxutMan., 
EUCY: 
Heart breaking ſight! O wretched, wretched 
Millwood ! | 1 
TRUEMAN. 
How is ſhe diſpoſed to meet her fate ? 
| BLUNT. 
Who can deſcribe unutterable woe ? 
LUCY, 


She goes to death encompaſſed with horror, 
loathing life, and yet afraid todie; no tongue can 
tell her anguiſh and deſpair, 


TRUE MAN. 
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TRUEMAN. | 
Heaven be better to her than her fears; may ſhe 
rove a warning to others, a monument of mercy 
in herſelf. 
LUCY, 
O ſorrow inſupportable ! break, break my heart. 
TRUEMAN, 
In vain 
With bleeding hearts, and weeping eyes we ſhow 
A humane gen'rous ſenſe of others woe; 
Unleſs we mark what drew their:ruin on, 
And by avoiding that — prevent our own. 


THE END. 


EPILOGUE 


ses E. 
ie by Collar Cinnzn, EA ; Poet Laure. 


Spoken by Mrs. CI BIEX. 


gin NCE fate has robb'd me of the haple/s youth, 
For whom my heart had hoarded up its t rith ; 

By all the 33 of. love and honour, now, 

Pm free again to com one of you. 


But foft ;—with caution 3 round me peep 


Maids, in my caſe, 1 4 ore they 257 
Here's choice enough of warious 42 and hue, 


The cit, the wit, oY rake cock'd up in cue, 
The fair ſpruce mercer, and the _ Few. 


Szppoſe I ſearch the ſober gallery; no, 
There's none but e all a row ; 
Hnd theſe, I doubt, are thoſe that make em ſo. 
[Pointing to the boxes. 
"Tis very well, enjoy the jeſt : But you, 
Fine powder'd ſparks ;—nay, Im told tis true, 
4 our happy I pouſen can make cucteldi too. 
wixt you and them, the diff rence this perhaps, 
2 s aſham'd vubene er his duck he traps ; 
' But you, when madam's tripping, let her fall, 
Cock up your hats, and take no ame at all. 


Va if ſome favour'd poet I con d meet? 
Whoſe — d lay his laurels at my feet. 
No Painted _— real love "= 4-00 
His aon d prove the ſuit of creditors. 


Not to detain you then with longer pauſe, 
In hort, my heart to this concluſion drawvs, 
Tyield it ta the hand that's loudeſt in applauſe. 
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LIFE or SCANDERBE G. 


HOUGH the life of Scanderbeg is certainly as 
full of the moſt ſurprizing events, his actions 
as wonderful, and his character as perfect and ex- 
alted, as any of the ancient heroes of Greece or 
Rome; yet for want of a Homer or a Virgil, a 
Plutarch or a Livy, to celebrate his praiſe, or 
write his life in a manner worthy of him, there 
are great numbers, who are converſant with the 
claſhe as well as other writers, who know ve 
little of Scanderbeg, beſides his name: ſo neceſ- 
ſary to the fame even of the greateſt men, is an 
elegant poet, or faithful hiſtorian. 
The tragedy of the Chriſtian Hero, now in re- 
hearſal at the theatre royal in Drury Lane, is, as 
wie have been credibly informed, founded on that 
wonderful and important circumſtance in the life of 
Scanderbeg, his raiſing the fiege of Crota, after it 
had been inveſted near fix months by the numerous 
troops of the Turkiſh Sultan, Amurath the Second ; 
who died, after infinite vexation and diſappoint- 
ment, of grief and rage, under the walls of the 
city. We judge it therefore neceſſary at this time 
to give the public ſome account, collected from 
the moſt authentick authors, of the life and charac- 
ter of this excellent prince ; that thoſe, who are 
as yet unacquainted with the ſtory, may by reading 
this, beſides the inſtruction and entertainment they 
may find in it, be the better able to judge of the 
play, when it ſhall appear upon the ſtage. 
It may give light to the following hiſtory to ob- 
ſerve that Albania, the country of Fcanderbeg, is 
Vor. I. W-: OS. =" 
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in that part of Greece which lies between Dalma- 
tia and Achaia, on the Adriatick and Ionian ſeas ; 
and includes in it ſome of the ancient king- 
doms of Epirus and Macedon, and of the provin- 
ces of Liburnia, Dalmatia and Illyria, and is ſup- 
poſed to have taken its preſent name, which is but 
modern, from a colony of Albanians, a people 
of Afia; who coming into Europe and ſettling 
there, in time communicated their name to the 
country, 

Aﬀer the conqueſt of Greece by Paulus Amilius 
and others, Albania, though not then known by that 
name, was incorporated with ſome adjacent coun- 
tries, and fo becamepart of a Roman province under 
the government of the profes prætoris of Illyrium. 
At the diviſion of the Empire it was allotted to the 
emperors of Conſtantinople, and fo remained till 
the decline of their power ; when the government 
of it fell to the family of the Caſtriots, who were 
ages Bp called kings of Epirus, as a country of 

gran — ana Fd fame, _ — was 
certain e moſt powerful and wealt 
of 8 and Croia, its metropolis, * 
feat of their reſidence. 
ohn Caſtriot and Voiſava, a prince and prin- 
celebrated by the hiflorians of that age for 
their uncommon perſections of mind and body, 
were the ts of our hero. They had beſides 
him three . nd five daughters. The untimely 
fate of the three elder fons, whoſe names were 
Repofius, Staniſſa and Conſtantine, we ſhall men- 


tion hereafter: of the daughters we find little 


more recorded than that they were married to 
. Chriſtian princes and noblemen ſuitable to their 
rank. George Caſtriot, or Scanderbeg, which laſt 
name was given frm by the Turks, an is the fame 

* 
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by which Alexander the great is known amongſt 
them, the fourth and youngeſt ſon, was born at 
Croia, in the year 1405. | 
The overthrow of Bajazet by Tamerlane ſeemed 
for a time to have AY 
pire of the Ottomans ; but after the death of that 
victorious prince, Mahomet the Second, the ſon of 
Bajazet, recover'd his father's kingdom, which 
his ſon Amurath the Second vaſtly increaſed by his 
conqueſts both in Aſia and 5 He was a prince 
of courage enough, and ſet no bounds to his ambi- 
tion; but upon the leaſt diſappoĩntment exceeding 
fretful and impatient, eſpecially in his old age; 
zealous in his religion, à profound politician, a 
commander of great experience, and for the moſt 
ſucceſsful in his enterprizes ; the moſt beloved 
y his ſubje&s, and the moſt faithful obſerver of his 
word, of any of the Turkiſh fultans exther before 
57 him; not that he was always a ſlave to it 
(his perfidiouſne(s to the Caſtriots is a notorious in- 
ſtance of the contrary.) No, that was not to be. 
expected from an arbitrary prince and an orthodox 
Mahometan, as Amurath' was. The bigot and 
the tyrant, how good ſoever the natural difpolition 
may be, will ſometimes getthe better of the man. 


" % 


Amurath, in the beginning of his reign, met 
with ſome oppoſition ; firſt rom an 4 4 3 
etended to be Muſtapha, the fon of his grand- 
ather Bajazet ; and ſoon after from his awn younger 
brother of the ſame name. But his courage and 
good fortune having put an end to theſe domeſtick 
troubles by the death of both the Muſtaphas, he. 
quickly convinced the neighbouring princes, who 
had afiſted his competitors, that he was not to be. 
offended with impunity. The Mahometan king of 
Caramania in Az paid hi life for his 3 
| 2 0 
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ſo did the Chriftian prince of Smyrna ; which eity, 
with it's diſtrict, Amurath conquered and added to 
his other acquiſitions in Afia. Greece next felt 
the effects of his reſentment, or rather of his am- 
bition, which inceſſantly urged him to ſeize all 
advantages to enlarge his dominions. His nume- 
rous troops with almoſt incredible celerity ſubdued 
Achaia, Theſſaly and Macedon. Athens, perhaps 
unprepared for reſiſtance, tamely ſubmitted to the 
intolerable yoke of Turkiſh bondage; and Theſ- 
ſalonica, after a brave defence, being taken by 
ſtorm, ſuffered all the miſery that an enraged and 
barbarous enemy, licenſed to plunder, maſſacre 
and enſlave, could poſſibly inflid. ohn Caſtriot, 
king of Epirus Albania, who ſaw with grief 
the ſupineneſs' of the Greek emperor, reſolved to 
guard againſt ſurprize. He knew Amurath was 
preparing to attack him, and prudently choſe 
rather to meet him on the borders of Macedon, 
than to wait for him in Albania. This wiſe con- 
duct not only preſerved his dominions from being 
the ſeat of war, butenabled him to annoy the ene- 
my with little loſs on his yn the .mountains, 
which part Macedon from Epirus, 'being a very 
happy fituation for that purpoſe. Amurath, ſoon 
weary of a war that was likely to prove fo tedious 
and expenſive,” and which in the mean while put 
a ſtop to the career of his victories, was eaſily in- 
duced to hearken to terms of accommodation, and 
yielded at length to leave Caftriot the free and quiet 
poſſeſſion of his crown and kingdom, and to make 
2 peace with him ; conditions not to be 
uſed by a prince comparatively ſo weak as the 
king of Epirus, and which the haughty Sultan 
ould certainly have denied to the emperor of Con- 
ſtantinople. There was but one difficulty to over- 

= come, 
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come, and that to a prince leſs generous than Caſt- 
riot had been inſuperable. Amurath demanded 
his four ſons as hoſtages. It is eaſy to judge how 
bitter this propoſal muſt be to an affectionate fa- 
ther : but conſidering what he owed to his brave 
and loyal ſubjects, whom the leaſt misfortune 
would have expoſed to inevitable ruin, and truſt. 
ingto the Sultan's honour, who though knownto be 
a vindictive and implacable enemy, was neverthe- 
leſs eſteemed an inviolable regarder of his word, 
the afflicted king complied. Amurath received 
the royal pledges, — ending the war carried 
them with him to Adrianople. We do not find 
that Caſtriot had any difference with the Sultan af- 
terwards, and muſt therefore conclude that theſe 
princes, during the life of their father, were uſed 
with all the reſpe& and honour due to their rank 
and charaQters. | | 
George Caſtriot, though not above eight years of 
age when he came to Adrianople, was quickly diſ- 
tinguiſhed and admired by the Sultan, and the 
whole ſeraglio. His extraordinary beauty, majeſ- 
tic deportment, wit, vivacity and greatneſs of 
mind charmed all who had the opportunity of being 
acquainted with him. Amurath, pleaſed with his 
promiſing genius, appointed him a retinue, a table 
and tutors to inſtruct him, in the ſame manner as 
his own ſons, in the Mahometan religion, and all 
the ſciences as far as they were known in the'Furkiſh 
court; and being determined, as it afterwards ap- 
peared, never to part with him, he forced him to 
ſubmit to circumciſion, and gave him the magni- 
ficent name of Scanderbeg, or Alexander: hop- 
ing no doubt, confidering his tender age, by theſe, 
meaus to extinguiſh in him the very 2 of the 
Chriſlian religion, his father's houſe and native 
of, O 3 country. 
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country. Scatidetbeg's improvement, eſpecially in 
martial exerciſes, ſo pleaſed the — that 4a 
ing wars in Natolia, he took him with him, where 
he 5 ſuch probfs of his wiſdom and courage, 
» at aineteen years of age, Amurath gave him 
e command of five thouſand horſe, and ſoon af- 
er the title of Baſſa. Returning himſelf into Eu- 
we, he left him to command all his troops in the 
re Afiaz which he did with ſo much ſucceſs, 
ke from thetice Amurath uſed frequently to call 
hit his right eye, his right hand, his defence, and 
wor be ow] of his dominions. | 
inderbep, in his return to Adrianople, killed 
4 gigantic Tartar, eſteemed invincible, in fingle 
combat; and ſome time after, being with Amu- 
rath at Burfia in Bithynia, he encountered two 
an champions, famous for their ſtrength and 


courage, and who had publickly — any 


ame ſuc- 


6222 in the Sultan's army, with the 
8. ; 


in the field, by ſome Chriſtian ſoldiers, natives of 
Albania, by whom he was ſecretly inſtructed and 
confirmed in the Chriſtian religion: the maintain- 
ing of which and the civil liberty of his country 
was his governing principle, during the whole 
courſe of his laborious and important life. It is 
no wonder therefore; that being ſent with a nume- 
rous army againſt the Hungarians he avoided all 
occaſions of giving them battle. He behaved how- 
ever with ſach prudence and cireumſpection, that 
he loſt no reputation, nor drew upon himſelf the 
Ieaſt ſuſpicion from the ſubtle and miſtruſful _ 
mu of a . N 
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Soon after Scanderbeg's return from the Hunga- 
rian war, Amurath received an account of the 
death of John Caſtriot, the father of our hero; 
upon which he diſpatched Sebalia, a Baſſa of great 
courage and experience, with a powerful army in- 
to Albania; who immediately took poſſeflion of the 
whole kingdom, telling the people, who were ſur- 
prized and n that he came as a 
friend by the Sultan's order only to prevent inno- 
vations, and ſecure the country for the intereſt of the 
hoſtage prince, on whom the ſucceſſion was devoly- 
ed; and to whom, on his arrival, which they were 
ſhortly to expect, it ſhould be ſafely delivered. In 
the mean time Amurath, who intended nothing leſs, 
cauſed the three elder brothers of Scanderbeg to be 
ſecretly deſtroyed by poiſon, and reduced this Chriſ- 
tian kingdom to the miſerable condition of a Tur- 
kiſh province. The liberty which this brave peo- 
ple had ſo long enjoyed under the paternal care of 
their native princes, ſeemed now to be loſt for ever; 
their churches were turned to moſques, their laws 
ſubverted, and their eſtates and nals — become the 

roperty of the barbarons and foreign , tyrant. 
is much eaſier to imagine than deſcribe the = 
and indignation of Scanderbeg on this occaſion ; 
which, great as they were, he was ſo much maſter 
of himſelf as to conceal. He knew Amurath too 
well to expreſs the leaſt reſentment whilſt he was in 
his power, and wiſely reſerved himſelf till time 
ſhould give him an opportunity to free his coun 
and 8 the injuries done to himſelf and his 
family. Amurath, who really loved him, and 
was therefore unwilling to take his life, vainly ima- 
gined by heaping new honoars on him at preſent, 
and promiſing him more and greater proofs -of his 
favour hereafter, to 8 the memory of his 
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wrongs, or make him think that thoſe done to his 
brothers and his country were none to him. He 
was not however abſolutely free from ſuſpicion. 
He would ſometimes talk to Scanderbeg of reſtor- 
ing him to his father's kingdom, to diſcover whe- 
ther he entertained any ſuch hopes ; but all to little 
urpoſe: for Scanderbeg, who knew the ſucceſs of 
deſigns depended on their ſecrecy, was not to 

be over-reached. 
The war between the Turks and Hungarians being 
renewed with greater violence than ever, the Sultan, 
notwithſtanding his fair ſpeeches and ſeeming con- 
fidence in Scanderbeg, did not think it proper to 
truſt him with the ſole command of his army, but 
ſet over him the baſſa of Romania. The Chriſtian 
army under the command of the great Hunniades, 
meeting the Sultan's near the Moravia, a river ſo 
called, a fierce and bloody battle enſued; wherein 
victory declared for the Chriſtians. The Turks 


loſt forty thouſand men. In this battle Scanderbeg, 


with his countrymen the Epirots, to whom he had 
before communicated his defign (contrary to their 
cuſtom) were the firſt who fled, which ſo diſcou- 
raged the Turkiſh army, that the rout ſoon became 
umverſal. In this confuſion Scanderbeg and his 
followers ſeized the Turkiſh ſecretary, and having 
bound and conveyed him to a private place, com- 
pelled him to write an order, as from-the Sultan, 
to the governor of Croia, to deliver to Scanderbeg, 
now appointed governor, the charge of that city. 
Their own preſervation compelled chem to diſparch 
the ſecretary ; after which they ſet forward with 
All poſſible expedition, towards Albania. As ſoon 

as they arrived there, Scanderbeg ſent his kinſman 
Amaſie, a young prince of an enterpriſing genius 
(though aſterwards traitor and an apoſtate) with his 


counterfeit - 
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counterfeit credentials to the governor of Croia ; 
who without ſuſpicion quitted the city, of which 
Scanderbeg immediately took poſſeſſion. But though 
the Turkith governor was gone, the 2 re- 
mained. Scanderbeg therefore gave ſecret orders 
to thoſe who had followed him Foam Hungary, to 
enter thecity by ſmall numbers at a time, to prevent 
ſuſpicion ; who in the dead of the might, being 
joined by the citizens, fell with ſuch fury on the 
Turks, that in a few hours the whole garriſon was 
cut of, except ſome few who ſubmitted to the go- 
vernment of Scanderbeg and embraced the Chris- 
tian faith. 

Croia bong thus happily recovered, meſſengers 
were diſpatched to all parts of the kingdom to pro- 
claim the king, and excite the people to take arms 
for the recovery of their liberty : but fame had al- 
ready filled all parts of the country with Scander- 
beg's return and the reduction of Croĩa. The Epi- 
rots, who had long wiſhed for ſuch a day, were eve- 
ry where in arms aſſerting their right and taking 
vengeance of their oppreſſors; and that with ſuca 
fury, that in a few days there was not a Turk to 
be found in Epirus, except in a few garriſons, all 
which were ſoon ſubdued. Amurath heard. of 
Scanderbeg's revolt and ſacceſs with the utmoſt rage 
and indignation, but being embarraſſed with the 
Hungarian war, affected to make light of it, and 
for the preſent ſpoke of it as a matter of Jitcle con- 
ſequence. * 

Scanderbeg being now at leiſure, in an aſſembly 
convened for that purpoſe, reſtored the civil go- 
vernment of his kingdom to its former order; -and 
ſoon ſettling its tranquillity began to think it time 
to annoy his enemies; and entering Macedon, .- 
where he met with little oppoſition, he made the 

Sultan's 
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Sultan's ſubjects pay for the depredations his own had 


ſuffered, during their maſter's uſurpation of his 
country. The news of this ſo enraged Amurath, that 
though the Hungarian war was not yet ended; he 
erdered Alibeg, a baſſa, of whoſe conduct and cou- 
rage he had a bigh opinion, to invade Epirus with 
forty thouſand men, to bring Scanderbeg to him ei- 
ther alive or dead, and to reduce the whole country 
ence more to his ſubjection. The Epirots, who 
juſtly feared falling a ſecond time into the hands of 
the Turks, and terribly alarmed at the prepara- 
nons, flocked from all parts of the country to their 
King at Croia; whoentertained them with his uſual 
chearfulneſs and affability, but withbut the leaſt 
fen of fear. The Epirots, who were afterwards 
Getter acquainted with their prince's condv&t and 
mcrepidity, were ſurprized to ſee him behave in a 
manner fo very improper, as they thought, conſi- 
gering the preſent danger that threatened himſelf 
and people. Bat how was their wonder increaſed, 
when they ſaw that out of the multitude that at- 
wnded and offered to ſerve him, ſtrangers as well as 
Epirots, he took only eight thouſand horſe, and 
even thouſand foot, (when he might have had twice 
that number) and diſwiſſed the reſt. With this 
final! army he marched to the lower Dibra, on the 
Borders of Macedon, about cighty miles from 
Croia; where, in a narrow paſs, defended by 
mcuntains on one hand, and a wood on the other, 
he encamped and waited for the Turkiſh army; 
upon its approach, he ordered Amaſie, with three 
touſand men, to conceal himſelf in the wood till 
we armies ſhould be engaged, and then, as 
epportunity offered, to attack the Torks in the 
rar. The baſſa did Scanderbeg the juſtice to ad- 
mire the order of his little army, but e 
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horſes taken from the Turks, entered the Sultan's 
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his numbers, came on with great reſolution and 
aſſurance of ſucceſs. Scanderbeg, at the head of 
his troops; with invincible courage ſoſtained the 
attack; and beginning the battle himſelf with his 
own hand made terrible ſlaughter amongſt the 
Turks. His ſoldiers following the example of their 
leader, the Turks were foon put to a ſtand. Alibeg, 
ſeeing this, retreated, in hopes that Scanderbeg 
would have followed him into the open country, 
where he might by his numerous army eaſily have 
encompaſſed and deſtroyed him: but being diſa 

pointed by the prudence of Scanderbeg, the Turks 
returned with greater fary than before: upon which, 
Scanderbeg retreated in his turn, which drew his 


enemy into the ſtreight as he deſigned ; where be- 


ing attacked by Amaſte behind, and Scander 
before, their great numbers were not only uſeleſs, 
but haſtened their deſtruction by trampling one 
another to death. Upon this every one began to 
ſhift for himſelf. The baſſa and ſome few others 
eſcaped with much difficulty, and left behind him 
twenty two thouſand ſlain, two thouſand priſoners, 
twenty-four ſtandards, with all his ammunition, 
tents, and baggage. This glorious victory coſt 
the Chriſtians but three hundred men. Scander 
having mounted his ſeven thouſand foot, wi 


dominions: which having plundered, and with the 
= greatly enriched his followers, without re- 
erving anything for himſelf, he returned trium- 
phantly to Croia. 

The loſs of this battle, with that before men- 
tioned, gained by Hunniades, fo reduced the power 
of Amurath, that he was forced, though with great 
reſuctance, to ſue to the Hungarians for a peace 3 
which they upon terms, that ſeemed indeed advan» * 

tageous 
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tageous enough for themſelves, too eaſily granted; 
and thereby loſt an opportunity which = neves 
*Kace returned nor perhaps ever will: for had they 
aſited Scande with all their forces, inſtead of 
making peace with Amurath, as in juſtice and po- 
Bey they ought to have done, the Turks might in 
alt probability have been utterly driven out of Eu- 
rope, and all the miſeries they have ſince brought 
upon the Chriſtian world been prevented. A peace 
was however made and ſolemnly ſworn to by Ula. 
diſlans king of Hungary on the Evangeliſts, and by 
Amurath on the Koran. The old Sultan, ever 
melancholy and impatient, grew weary of the 
world upon theſe diſappoĩntments, and after reveng- 
ing himſelf on the king of Caramania, who had 
taken the advantage of his troubles to endeavour 
20 throw off his yoke, he reſigned his crown to his 
for Mahomet, and retired to Magneſia. Julian, 
Cardinal St. Angelo, the pope's legate at the court 
of Hungaria, being informed that the Turkiſh af- 
fairs were in the utmoſt confuſion under the govern- 
ment of the young Sultan, perſuaded Uladiſlaus to 
break the peace, and abſolved him from the oath 
given to Amurath; or, in other words, gave him a 
Aiipenſation to be perjured. Scanderbeg's aſſiſtance 
was aſked ; who being under no obligation to the 
contrary, and having refolved to omit no opportu- 
nity of diſtreſſing the common enemy, raiſed an army 

of thirty — men, a greater than he ever 
broughtintothe field, either before or after; deſign- 

- mg to march them through Servia in order to join 
ce Hangarians ; but Providence, that purpoſed, as 

I afterwards appeared, to vindicate its juſtice and 
make that Faithleſs king an inſtance of its feve- 
my, prevented Scanderbeg from coming to his aſ- 

. * Gtance. The deſpot of Servia, whoſe daughter 
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Atnurath had married, denying him a paflage, 
a diſpute aroſe, in which the deſpot was a ſuffcict; 
yet ſo much time was loſt, chat the battle of Verna 
was fought whilit Scanderbeg was on the bordeas 
of Servia. Theſe dangers rouſed Amurath from 
his ſtupidity, He quitted Magnucũa, and re- aſſu- 
med the govervment ; and paitling over from Aſia 
to Europe with a numerous army, joined his baſſa, 
and marched to ſcek the Hungarians. "The two 
armies met near the city of Verna in Bulgaria. 
where a terrible battle enſued, in which Amurath 
proved victorious; Uladillaus, the King of Hun- 
gm and Poland, loft his life, with two thirds of 

is army and the flower. of his nobility. Hunaia- 
des, the valiant prince of Tranfhlvama, ſoractime 
after king of Hungaria, very hardly eſcaped ; and 
the pope”s legate, the impious promoter of this 
perfidious war, after being ſtripped and wounded, 
and enduring the utmoſt indigniges and re- 
proaches from ſome of thoſe whom he had ſeduced, 
juſtly periſhed in the ſtorm that he had raiſed. 

The following circumſtance from Knoules's ac- 
count of this battle is too remarkable to be omnt- 
ted. Amurath ſeeing the great flaughter of hi 
men, who were forced to retreat, and even 
to fly, took the writing out of his boſom, herein 
the late league was compriſed, and holding it 
in his hand with his eyes raiſed towards heaven, 
ſaid; * Behold, thou cruciſied Chriſt, this as the 
league thy followers have, in thy name, made 
with me; which without cauſe they have vio- 
« lated : now if thou art God, as they ſay thou 
art, revenge the wrong done to thy name and 
me; ſhew thy power upon this pexjured people, 
*« who in their deeds deny thee.” Amurath, why 
was obſerved after this battle to be as gloomy and 
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diſcontented as ever, being aſked the cauſe, an- 
ſwered, that he defired no more victories at ſuch a 
rice: and indeed it coſt him the greateſt part of 

numerous army. wa | 

2 orders for the government of his 
empire, he once more retired to Magneſia ; but 
his reſtleſs mind, and thirſt of revenge on Scander- 
beg, ſoon made him weary of this unactive life ; 
he quitted his deyorions, and returning to Adriano- 


again into his own hands, to the no ſmall mortif- 
cation of his ambitiqus ſon, to whom he had a ſe- 
cond time committed them. Intent on the de- 
froftion of Scanderbeg, and hoping to ruin him 
a fallacious peace, he ſent Ayradin, a man 


carried with him letters from Amurath full of cruel 
reproaches, threats, flattery, promiſes and artful 
inſinuations; calculated to work upon all the 5 
hons, eſpecially ambition and terror; promiſing 
ham, on condition he would return to his obedi- 


ence and embrace the Mabometan faith, bis eter - 
nal fricadſhip, with a vaſt accefion of wealth 


gnd power ; but threatening him and his, if he 
xefuled, with utter ruin and extirpation. Scander- 
— who deteſted and deſpiſed theſe propoſals and 
Aim that ſent them, diſmiſſed the am dor with 
an anſwer that became his own courage and the juſ- 
tice of his cauſe. 'The Sultan reading it was ſo 
provoked, that ſtroaking his white beard according 
to his cuſtom when he was angry, he cryed out; 
Thou deſireſt, vain wretch, an honourable death; 
« well, take thy wiſh; I will attend the funeral 
« of my foſter-ſon : yes, though unbidden, I will 
* honour in perſon the — pomp of the great 
« Fing of Epirus. | 7 
2 0 


ple, took the management of the publick affairs 


& greatſabtlety, as his ambaſſador, to Croia. He 
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To keep 2 employed and waſte His 
ſtrength by degrees, Amurath ſent Feriſes with 
nine thouſand horſe to the borders of Epi while 
he himſelf prepared to follow him with his whole 
force. Scanderbeg had diſmiſſed bis army raiſed 
for the Hungarian war, and had with him on! 
his uſual complement, which was one thouſand 
f ve- hundred foot and two thouſand horſe. Feri- 
ſes attacked him with a great deal of vigour; 
and hoping to gain immortal honour and end the 
war at once bythe death of Scanderbeg, with mare 
courage than prudence, ſought for him (where he 
was always to be found) in the front of the battle; 
Scanderbeg met and diſpatched him by aſingle blow 
with his ſabre in the fight of both armies ; Which 
ſo diſheartened the Turks that they took to their 
heels, but were ſo cloſely purſued by the Epirots, 
that * them eſcaped to carry the news to Adri - 
anople. 

The Sultan, who imputed the overthrow of Fe-- 
riſes to his own raſhneſs, ſent Muſtapha, a com- 
mander not leſs valiant but more prudent, with a, 
freſh ſupply of troops to the borders of Epirus ; 
but charged him not to hazard a battle on any oc- 
caſion whatever, but only to haraſs the frontiers, 
and conſtantly retire upon the approach of Scander- 
beg; telling him he ould take it for good ſervice . 
if be ſhould hear, that . the trees and fruits of Epirus 
* had felt the effects of his anger.” Muſtapha ſo well 
obſerved his orders, that having ſtrongly intrenched 
his army on the mountains that part Macedon, 
from Epirus, he from thence by ſmall parties ſent 
forth from time to time grievoully infeſted the coun- 
try; burning the villages, deſtroying the vineyards, 
and doing all the * in their power. Scan- 
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derbeg had too much love for his ſuffering people, 
as well as regard for his own honour, to hear of 
theſe devaſlations with patience, He did every 
thing that policy could ſuggeſt to draw them from 
their entrenchment ; but fin ing all attempts of this 
kind ineffectual, he reſolved, if poſſible, to drive 
them out by force; which he thus effected. Scan- 
derbeg obſerving a ſmall party of Turks foraging, 
. to their daily practice, at ſome diſtance 
from their camp, ſurprized them with four thouſand 
horſe and one thouſand foot, and drove them to their 
trenches zwhich his troops entering with the fugitives, 
the whole camp was inftantly filled with terror and 
confuſion. The Chriſtians, provoked with the 
ruin of their 2 made dreadful havock of 
the Turks. Muſtapha, ſeeing ali was loſt, eſcaped 
by the port neareſt to Macedon. Five thouſand 

rks fell on the ſpot, and the reſt fled ; many of 
whom being afterwards found in Epirus were either 
Eilled or made priſoners. 


Notwithſtanding theſe triumphs, Scanderbeg had, 


like other great and good men, his portion of at- 
fiction. fie, his kinſman, ſeduced by the 
Lattery of Amurath and his own ambition, deſert- 
ed his cauſe and fled to Adrianople ; where he em- 


braced Mahometaniſm,and was ever after a conceal- 


ed traitor or an open enemy to Scanderbeg. Lech 
Zachary, who poſſeſſed a ſmall territory in Alba- 
nia under the protection of Scanderbeg, who was 
by covenant to ſucceed him if he died without iſ- 
ſue, being baſely murdered by his unnatural kinſ- 
mart, . the Venetians, upon ſome fri- 
_ volous pretences, claimed part of this inheritance, 
and ſeizing upon the city Dayna, which lay con- 
venient for them, fortified it againſt Tn: 

pon 
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Upon this a war enſued, in which Scanderbeg had 
greatly the advantage. He ſubdued almoſt the 
whole province of Scutaria, and defeated av army 
of the Venetians near the river Dryne, took man 
priſoners, and amongſt them ſome of great emi- 
nence, butſhed as little blood as poſſible. As this 
was a war into which he was forced againſt his in- 
clination, and in which conqueſt itſelf gave him 
no pleaſure, he was ever ready to end it upon ho- 
nourable terms; which he did as ſoon as they were 
offered. | 

During the war Muſtapha obtaining another ar- 
my of the Sultan, returned into Epirus and met 
with worſe ſucceſs than before. He now loſt ten 
thouſand men, with his own liberty and that of twelve 
principal officers, whoſe ranſom coſt Amurath twen- 
ty five thouſand ducats and many valuable preſents ; 
which with the plunder of the Turkiſh camp and 
the contributions raiſed in Macedon, greatly 
enriched the Epirots. This victory coſt Scanderbeg 
only three hundred men. 

murath having again defeated Hunniades, in 

a battle which laſted three days, on the plains of 
Coſſova, reſolved to go againſt Scanderbeg in 2 
ſon, and execute the vengeance with whi N he 
ſo long threatened him; for this purpoſe he aiſem- 
bled an army at Adrianople of one hundred and 
ſuxty thouſand men. Scanderbeg, who had early 
information of his proceedings, and foreſaw 
where the ſtorm would fall, prepared for his de- 
fence. He ordered thoſe who lived in the open 
country in farms and villages to quit their habi- 
tations and take with them every thing that was 
moveable ; the _ reſt he entirely ara au that 
the enemy, on their arrival, might have no- 
thing to ſubſiſt on. The women and children, 
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and ſuch as infirmities and old age had rendered 
uſelels, were ſent into fortified places in the remo- 
teſt parts of the kingdom ; or into the Venetian or 
other neighbourin Chriſtian dominions, where 
they remained till the danger was over. This, how. 
ever neceſſary, was very grievous to the Epirots. 
It was a m ſcene to * parents takin 
leave of their children and affectionate wives 
their huſbands, almoſt deſpairing ever to ſee them 
again: fo terrible were their apprehenfions of the 
- Sultan's power. They had now long enjoyed, un- 
der their indulgent and fortunate king, liberty, 
fafety and ity: he indeed had perpetual 
wars, but wars more advantageots to his people 
than peace itſelf, All theſe bleſſings they thought 
muſt now be loſt; ſome perhaps Kared for them · 
ſelves, but all trembled for their king and country. 
—_— alone was himſelf on this occaſion : 
de la for their preſervation without partakin 
of their fears; he ordered the fortifications ky 
Croia to be repaired and im 


; and fending 


thence all who might be uſeleſs or burthenſome, he 
it with thons and ammunition for 
ve mouths, added one thouſand three hundred 


men to the inhabitants for its defence, and ap- 
pointed Uranaconties governor, a man every way 

nal to fo important a truſt. Of all that were 

le to bear arms he choſe only ten thouſand men, 
with which ſmall army he remained in the open 
country and fent the reſt to defend the cities, and 
other defenfible places in his dominions. Amu- 
rath, who travelled flow = Fama of his great 
ape, ſent forty thouſand light horſe before him to 


legs You e on the borders of Macedon, 
the ſecond city for ſtrength in Epirus; whilſt be 


Humnfelf followed with the bulk . 
" | 3 
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Turks were no ſooner encamped before that city, 
but Scanderbeg cut off two thouſand of them, to 
give them a taſte of what entertainment they were 
to expect in Epirus. A few days after Amurath 
arrived and befiegetl the city with his whole force, 
but with no appearante of ſutceſs, being repulſed 
with great loſs in all his attacks. At length a vil- 
lain poiſoned the fountain which ſupplied the whole 
city with water, which obliged the garriſon to ſur- 
render. Amurath, as he promiſed, bountifully 
rewarded the traitor, but had him ſecretly made 
away with ſoon. after. | 

The Sultan, having once more recruited his ar- 
my, for the ſiege of Croid; not doubt- 
ing but that the redattion of the capital would 
be followed by the ſubmiſſion of the whole king- 
dom: Crola is ſituated on an aſcent in the 2 
of Tyranna, and in two places only ble, 
everywhere elſe defended by 1mpregnable 
rocks. The numerous of Amurath not only 


blocked up the city, but covered the plains to the 


mountains of Tumeneſtra, where Scanderbeg lay 
with his fortes to obſerve the enemy. The Sultan, 
who knew his vigilance, firſt care to fortify 


| His own camp and then ſummoned the city: but re- 


ceiving a lute anſwer from the governor, he 


mounted his cannon and battered the walls with 


fuch fury, that a breach was foon made. Encou- 
raged by this ſucceſs he commanded ms to 
an aſſault, but was forced, after the loſs of eight 
thouſand Janiſſaries, to retreat with ſhame and 
confuſion to oppoſe Scanderbeg, who had entered 
the trenches, 
with dreadful havock and confuſion drove all be- 
fore him. The old Sultan, bein 
with the diſtractions 2 2 — 
| 2 


the camp in ſeveral places, and 
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up a to melancholy. The whole army was 
diſpinted : the council and officers, more anxious 
for their maſter's life than the ſucceſs of the war, 
neglected every thing but the care of his on. 
His fon Mahomet only, who gave early proofs of his 
fa diſpoſition, drove the unwilling ſoldiers to 
the breach, where they were ſlaughtered on heaps 
without gaining the leaſt advantage, and many re- 
ceived their death from the hand of that cruel 
prince for flying to avoid it. Scanderbeg, who 
never above two hours at a time _—_ 


| this fiege, and even then armed, with his 


and weapons by him, gave the Turks no reſt 
night or day, but, by aſſaulting them ſometimes in 
one place and ſometimes in another, kept them in 
| fear.” Mahomet burning with rage left 
the trenches with a great number of troops, reſolv- 
ing at all events to aſcend the mountains, and en- 
gage his enemy there. Scanderbeg, who never 
failed of tbe beſt intelligence, being informed of 
this, left five hundred men with an able officer to 
ard the which' they did ſo effeQually 
t Mabomet a great deal of time and loſt 
abundance of men to gh Scanderbeg in 


men marched 
round to the te fide of the Turkiſh camp, 
where he was leaſt e and forcing their tren- 
ches made ſuch terrible laughter of the enemy 


that their former loſſes ſeemed nothing in — — 
0 


ſon to this. Mahomet, who had no reaſon to 
of his ſucceſs, hearing this returned with his troops 


to oppoſe Scanderbeg and fave the reſt of the camp, 
being purſued by the five hundred Epirots to his 


very entrance into the trenches ; which Scander- 


beg then quitred, having prevented Mahomet's de- 
— deſtroyed a vaſt number of his enemies, and 


their camp without the loſs of one fin- 
g 


OF SCANDERBEG. 213 


man on his on ſide. The leaſt alarm, or even 
de name of Scanderbeg, which che Epirots fre- 
quently made uſe of in their attacks to terrify their 
enemies, was now ſufficient to ſtrike a panick 
through the Ottoman army and put the whole 
camp into confuſion. Inſtead of battering the 
city, they placed their cannon on the lines that 
encompaſſed their camp to defend themſelves ; but 
this availed them little, for Scanderbeg continued 
to infeſt and deſtroy them almoſt at his pleaſure. 
To add to their misfortunes, their * began 
to fail them. To remedy this evil, Amurath ſent 
to Deſia, a city of the Venetians; where for his 
money his agents were furniſhed with a great quan- 
tity of proviſions ; but Scanderbeg intercepted the 
convoy and ſent ĩt all to his own camp, leaving the 
Sultan to ſupply himſelf from his own dominions 
or where elſe could. Amurath, to leave no 
means unattempted , to make himſelf maſter of 
Croia, ordered it to be undermined ; but the rock 
on which the city was founded, could not be ſaffici- | 
ently —. He then tried to corrupt the go- 
vernor, or raiſe a mutiny in the city by the force of | 
his bribes ; but being diſappointed in he was 
prevailed upon to offer peace, deſiring only a ſmall 
yearly tribute to ſave his honour : but Scander | 
abfolutely refuſing, he abandoned himſelf todeſpair, 
tore his white beard and curſed his deſtiny, that had = 
reſerved him to this ſhame in his old age. He | 
would ſometimes boaſt of his former glory, and _. 
count over the battles he had fought and the vie- 
tories he had gained, and fo aggravate his preſent - 
miſeries by the memory of his paſttriumphs. Find» 
ing himſelf near his end he ſent for his ſon and the 
chief officers of his army, to whom he complained 
bitterly, and with many tears, of his hard fortune in 
. | 2 being 


2 — 
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being compelled to reſign his breath in an obſcure 
country and in the fight oſ an enemy; and turning 
towards his ſon, —_ — reven 1 
After Which being ſperchleſs he ſtruggled for ſome 
time — canes; and ſo e 1284. The Sul. 
tan's fate determined the fiege of Croia. Mahomet 
with his broken and dejected troops took the ſhort- 
eſt way out of Epirus ; but being cloſely purſued 
by Scanderbeg, who them after his uſual 
manner, that miſerable army was much more re- 
Huced before entered t 
minions. What thankſgiving to the Giver of Vic- 
wry, what praiſes of their king's wiſdom and mag- 
nanimity, what mutual congratulations on their 
deliverance filled the mouths and hearts of the 
Epirots on this occaſion we need not deſcribe: the 
thoughts of every reader, who knows the value of 
liberty, will more chan ſu that omiſſion. 
Scander now at leiſure, to the great joy of 
his ſubjecis, married the daughter of Aranthes Co- 
nino, prince of Durazzo; a lady of incomparable 
beauty, and adorned with every poſſible virtue in 
py eee n. | After which, accompanied 
with his fair queen, he viſited every part of his 
om tocomfort and glad the hearts of his peo- 
ple, whoſe delight he july was, after their afflicti 
In his progreſs he adminiſtered juſtice with 
mercy ; and indeed ſo prudent was bis government 
at all times, that during his whole reign, except 
when the Turks infeſted the country, perions loaded 
with gold might have travelled one end of 
Epirus to the other without being moleſted. le 
oppreſing his fubjeRs, that it be- 


SS damen proverb amongſt the neighbouring princes, 
mat the Turks — anderbeg's reve- 


Maho- 


Dues. * 
. 
" So 


heir new maſter's do. 
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Mahomet, who ſucceeded his father, proved a 


very victorious but a very impieus 175 His 
mother, the daughter of the Deſpot of Servia, was 
a Chriſtian; and it was thought by ſome, that he 
would be a favourer of that religion, but he de- 
ceived their expectations and profeſſed Mahometa- 
niſm, but was ſecretly a contemner of both. Arty 
bition was his God, and his practice was ſuitable 
to his faith, He conquered the two empires of 
Conſtantinople and Trapezond, twelve kingdoms 
and five hundred cities, and was therefore 
Mahomet the Great. And yet this mighty con- 
Ter during the life of Scanderbeg, could never 
ubdue Epirus, nor any part of it, nor even keep 
the city of Setigrade, which was recovered from 
the Turks ſoon after the death of Amurath. Net 
that he was wanting in his endeayours ; he had no- 
thing more at heart: all his acquifinons coſt him 
leſs perhaps than his unſucceſsful attempts upon 
this little * After he was eſtabliſhed in his 
throne he had almoſt continual wars with Scander- 
beg: he tried flattery as well as force, and invi 
that prince to his court under pretenee of love 
admiration of his perſon and courage, and adeſire 
to ſee him and renew their former acquaintance. 
He twice invaded Epirus in perſon, each time with 
two hundred thouſand men; but was both times 
forced to return with infinite ſhame and loſs. 
he deſcended to the meaneſt and work of villanies ; 
he hired two traitors to aſſaſſinate Scanderbeg, who, 
to the eternal infamy of their abettors, were diſco- 
If any thing can be more wonderful than the 
act ions of this great man's life, it is that he ſhould 
be preſerved amid ſo many dangers to which his 
own courage and the malice of his enemies conti- 
| P 4 nually 
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him, to die in peace. Being with 
his wife and fon at Lyſſa, he was attacked with a vi- 
olent fever; and apprehending it to be mortal, he 
recommended to the princes his confidents, and 
the Venetian ambaſſador, unanimity and the care 
of his ſon, who was then in his minority, and to 
whom he gave much excellent advice : but above 
all things charged him, if he ſhould live to under- 
take the government of his kingdom, ſo to rule as 
to be rather beloved than — by his ſubjects: 
whoſe fidelity to himſelf he praiſed, and for whom 
he expreſſed the greateſt affection. While Scan- 
derbeg was thus ſetting his houſe in order and pre- 
paring for death with the piety of a Chriſtian, 'ard 
the reſolution of a hero; news was brought him 
that the Turks had entered the dominions of the 
Venetians. Upon which, dying as he was, he 
_ roſe and called for his armour; but the ſtrength of 
dis body not anſwering the vigor of his mind, he 
fainted, and was by his weeping attendants carried 
again to his bed. Recoverin 1 ſpeech he bid 
has officers haſten to the aſſiſtance of his friends, 
- and tell the Turks, that © he was detained for the 
e preſent at Lyſla, but that he would be with them 
. to-morrow.” Theſe words of Scanderbeg, ſpo- 
ken in his weakneſs before he had recovered the per- 
fe uſe of his reaſon, being reported by his offi- 
cers, reached the Turkiſh camp that evening, and 
Glled it with ſuch terror, that expecting every mo- 
ment to be attacked, the whole army remained all 
night under arms, and at the approach of day 
aitted their ſtation and fled as if Scanderbeg had 
been indeed at their heels, to the mountains of 
Scutaria, where the greater part of them miſerably 
peniſhed. © While the Turks were flying when none 
- -purſued, with fervent devotion and perfect reſigna- 
| tion 
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Bon to the divine pleaſure Scanderbeg died. His 
afflicted kingdom and Chriſtian contederates ſuſ- 
tained this irreparable loſs on the 17th of January 
1467, in the 63d year of his age. He was interred 
with great magnificence in the cathedral church 
of St. Nicholas at Lyſſa. This city about nine 
years after was taken by the 'Turks ; who, though: 
they hated him living, with much reverence took 
up his bones; which with great contention (eve 
one ſtriving for a part though ever ſo ſmall) they 
divided amongſt them; and after every one had ſet 
his portion in filver or gold, and adorned it with 
jewels according to his fancy or ability, they ſuper- 
ſtitiouſly wore them as ſacred charms or amulets 
againſt cowardice and ill fortune. 

Scanderbeg was of a fair complexion ; his fea- 
tures regular, and his countenance manly and ma- 
jeſtic. In ſhort, his face was perfectly handſome 
without the leaſt unbecoming ſoftneſs. His ſtature 
was high, his limbs F large and ex- 
quiſitely well made. His conſtitution naturally 

, was ſo improved by temperance and exerciſe, 
at he could bear the extremeſt vici ſſitudes of heat 
and cold and the greateſt labour without any appa- 
rent inconveniency. His ſtrength was wonderful; 
of which we have in ſeveral authors many ſurpri- 
ſing inſtances : as his cutting two men aſunder 
with a ſingle ſtroke of his ſcimitar; his cleaving 2 
man at one blow from head to chine; his cuttin 
through head pieces of iron; his killing a wild 
boar at one ſtroke, and cutting off the head of a 
wild and fierce buffalo at another, c. Mahomer 
the Great, hearing of theſe and other inſtances of 
the like nature, defired to fee Scanderbeg's ſcimitar, 
imagining there muſt be ſomething extraordinary 
in it; but finding it like others, * complained 
that Scanderbeg had deceived him, who had ſent him 
| word, 
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word, that he was ready at any time to convince 
4% him of the acſs of his weapon, but then it 
0 muſt be in has own hand, which he could not yet 
0 ſpare from the defence of himſelf and his coun- 


«6 


The excellency of his mind, his ſurprizing go 


nius and exalted virtue, are ſo viſible not only in 


the whole courſe but almoſt every action of his life, 


that it is only repetition to ſay he was pious, wiſe, 
liberal, juſt and merciful, cautious, not ſoon of- 


fended and exfily appeaſed. Of bis forgiving tem- 


— take this inftance. A kinſman of his, who 
baſely betrayed his counſels and joined with his 


enemies the Turks, after ſome time returned; and 


with a halter about his neck threw himſelf at his 
feet: Scanderbeg not only raiſed him from the 
ud and embraced him with erent tenderneſs, 

t ummediately reſtored him to his former com- 
mand and ſhare in his confidence and favour. That 
his judgment was perſect in his youth without the 
help — — witneſs his conduct under Amu- 
rath and bis artful recovery of his native domini- 
ons: and that time did not in the leaſt abate the 
ardor of his courage, we have the ſtrongeſt proof 
from his behaviour when in the article of death. It 
is aſſerted from the undoubred evidence of thoſe 
who ſerved under him, that in his wars with the 
Turks he killed above three thouſand of them with 
his own hands, and that his traops were never de- 
feated in any battle in which he was preſent. He 
did not uſe to ſay to his ſoldiers, goon, but follow 
me. In battle he exerted himſelf with ſuch violence, 
that the blood has been ſeen to burſt from his mouth 
and other parts of his face. He was never known 
te retreat from a fingle adverſary but onde; and 
that in the following manner. Scanderbeg * 


ji _ —_—_— ww yon 
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ſome orders to his army, a private ſoldier, with 
more petulance perhaps than malice, contradicted 
him ; which he ſo reſented as to draw his ſabre; 
upon which the fellow rode away as faſt as he could 
and Scanderbeg after him, till they came to the 
brink of a river; when the ſoldier turned about 
and drawing his ſabre, told Scanderbeg that he 
% was ſorry to oppoſe his prince, but nature bid 
« him defend his life: This reſpectful but reſo- 
lute behaviour ſo charmed Scanderbeg, that he re- 
tired and told the ſoldier, „he had much rather 
« have ſuch a man for his friend than enemy,” 
and returning with him to the camp immediately 
advanced and eſteemed him ever after. Proſperi 
never made him vain, nor adverſity dejected: he 
had learned both how to want and how to abound, 
He had no ambition, no avarice, no luxunous ap- 
petite to gratify : he fought not for power but liber- 
ty ; he ſpoiled his enemics to humble them, and to 
ſubſiſt his own people, not to enrich himſelf, 
When his affairs would permit he kept a ſumptuous 
table for his officers and friends; but he himſelf eat 
but once a day, and that but ſparingly. He never 
ſlept more than five hours in the twenty-four, and 
in times of danger would ſatisfy himſelf with two. 
His ſoldiers were richly habited, but their king 
generally very plain, but upon proper occaſions he 
would appear dreſt and attended with the utmoſt 
magnificence. 
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Spoken by Mr. Ciases. 


. I CRED to virtue, liberty and trarh, 
The Mujts bloom in everlaſting youth. 


Preſi'd like the palm, they vii beneath their weight, 


And foar abou? the rtr of time, or ute. 
When braſi, or marble, faithleſi to their trufty 
No longer bear the name, nor guard the du 
Of kings, or heroes, to their charge confion'd, 
But yield to age, and leave no track behind ; 
The poet's pen, with user dying lays, 
Prejerves their fame and celebrates their praiſe. 
Let artful Maro, or bold Lucan tell, 

How regal Troy, or Rome, mort awful fell; 
Nations deftroy'd revive, loft empires ſhine, 
And freedom glows in each immortal line. 

In vain would fattion, war, or lasuliſt power, 
Which marr the patriot”s ſcheme, hi: fame devour g 
When bards, by their ſuperior force, can ſave 
From dark oblivion and defeat the grave. 


Say, Britons, muſt this art forſake your iſle, 
And leave to vagrant apes her native foil ? 
Muff ſhe, the deareſt Friend that freedom knows, 
Driven from her ſeat, ſeek refuge with her fers; 
Forbid jo great a ſhame, and ; A the age 
From ſuch reproach, you patrons of the flagr. 


Since well aue know, theres not a theme ſo dear, ' 


As virtuous freedom, to a Britiſh ear; 
T” indul, Lap a taſle, to night we ſing 
A pious hero, and a patriot ting; 

By nature form d, by Providence degu 
75 ſcourge ambition, and to right mankind : 
Such Caſtriot was. O might it but . 


T bar he retains the leaft reſemblance here ! — 
” 2 | 
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—— . 
jon of that fra 8 
Which fl 4 Li am „ eur ſcenes inſbirts | 
The abje# lade, to his 1 ſhall ſer, 
That ſuch as dare dgſer uc it, may be free : WY 
Ard conſeious tyranny confeſi with ſhame, 77 
T bat blind ambition wanders from her aim; 
While virtue leads her volarics to fame. 


DRAMATIs PERSONE. 


TURKS. 
Amurath; _- Mr. Dun. + 
Mahomet. Mr. W. Mill. 
Helena. Mrs. Thurmond. 
A Mr. Berry. 
Kiſler 9 Mr Hewit. 
Cleora. 5 Mrs. Pritchard. 


CHRISTIANS. 


A 


Scanderbeg. Mr. Millu ard. "# 
n | Mr. Mills. * 

Althea. * . Mrs. Butler. 

Amaſfie. _ Mr. Ciber, © 

Paulinus. ; Mr. # inſt Ons 


Guards, Mites, , 4 Attendants. | | 


SCENE. The MS Mod bots near Cota, 
the Metropolis of — | 


_—  -, 


THE | | 
CHRISTIAN HERO. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Royal Pavilion. HELLENA ena Sofa in a melan- 


choly Poſture. CLEORA attending near ber. Eu- 
nuchs, Mutes, Singers and Dancers, | 


SONG. 


The regent of night with her beams 
Had chequer'd each valley and grove, 
And ſwell'd with her influence the ſtreams, 
When Fatima, pining for love, 
To the ocean, deſpair for her guide, 
Repair'd for relief from her pain; N 
Where plunging, receive me, ſhe cry d, 
Pm fair, young and royal in vain. 12 


HzLT TNA riſes and comes forward. 4 


| HELLENA. 
O more, Cleora ! I accept thy love, 
But thy officious kindneſs is in vain. ' 
It is not muſick, nor the ſprightl ; 
The harmony of motion, or of ſound, 
That can aſſuage my grief. | 
a CLEOR A- 3 
Let all retire. 14 
[ Exeunt Eunuchs, &c. 
How long, my royal miſtreſs, will you ſooth 
This ſecret, pining grief ? how long averſe, | 
To ev'ry dawn of joy, thus ſeek retirement; 
Vor. I. Q And 


— 


I | 
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And ſhun the gay delights, the pomp and power 
That ever wait ws hter of — Ont” : 
And firſt of womankind ? | 


” HELLENA, 

3 5 _ long ſhall love 
nd torturin ir, like ling'ring fevers, 
Feed on the Cage of life and Gink my blood ? 
How long ſhall Amurath, my awful father, 
The d and overwhelm'd with diſappointments, 

Provoke the malice of his adverſe ſtars, 
And urge his own deſtruction; whilſt in vain 
With unrelenting hatred he purſues, 
Whom heav'n protects, th'ever victorious hero 
Of Epirus? | 
unit: 1' ret eka; 
| Thus do you always talk, 
Why willyou ever ſtrive to hide the cauſe, 
The eruel cauſe of all this mighty anguiſh ? 
Believe me, princeſs, tis better to intruſt 
A faithful flave, than keep the ſecret thus a 
To rack your breaſt; *twill eaſe thoſe pain 
HELLENA 
1 That death 

Alone can cure ; but yet, my beſt Cleora, _ 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs and love, 
I can deny thee Les, thou ſhalt know 
All thou J. el, and ſhare the very heart 
Of ſad Hellena.—You muſt think I love. 
What elſe cou'd make thy pritices far more wretched 
Than the meaneft flare; and who but Caſtriot 
Cot 4 merit fo ſublime a flame as mine? 

2 ...CLEORA, _ . 
is asIfear'd.t ſhe's loft beyond redemption. ¶ Aide 
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HELLENA. 


A royal hoſtage to my father's court 

When youn * — 4 who lov'd An as a ſon 3 

I as a 7 DA ; ſo Ifondly thought, 

Nor found my errorf till the fatal fl ame, 

That now conſumes me, cheriſh'd , by y weakneſs, 
Was grown too great, too fierce to controll'd, 
O matchleſs prince ] who can diſplay thy worth ? 
Thou favourite of heaven, and firſt of men 

In courts more ſoft, mote lovely, more attractive 
Than thoſe fair youths who with eternal bloom 
Enjoy the fragrant manſions of the bleſt; 

In council wiſer than a whole divan ; 

In anger awful ; and in war as fierce 

As thoſe bright miniſters, whom heav'n ſends forch 
To puhiſh the preſumi nog os of men; 

In juſtice th' image ſacred power, | 
Whom he till — with moſt — n'd devotion; 
Like him in mercy too, in bounty like him; 
Excelling in maghifcente the p 

Of th' Eaſt, yet —— and ſelf-denying 

As a Derviſe.=Who know, and love not, 
Avow theit malite and contempt of virtue. 


"A ELEORA. | 
Think, rin = what *tis you ſay ; wh 
It 1s yoo thank Cam he, that $4] chriſtian, * 
That enemy You phet and your father, 
Deſerve ſuch pri from you 1 
HELLE NA. 
Unjuſt Cleota! 


To 8 him cruel But thou know'ſt im not; 
Or ſure thy gentle fature wou'd abhor 
To wrong him thas. And wherefore doſt thou urge 
His diff'rent faith to me ? Love buſles not 
Himſelf with reconciling creeds, nor heeds 
Q-2 The 
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The jarrings of contentious prieſts : from courts 
To ſhades, from ſhades to courts he flies 
To conquer hearts, and overthrow diſtinction, 
Treating alike the monarch and the ſlave ; 
But ſhuns the noiſy ſchool, ang leaves the race 
Of proud, litigious men to their own folly ; 
Who wiſe in words alone, conſume their days 
In fiexce debate, nor know the end of life. 
an CLEORA. _ 
Now I no longer wonder you contemn'd 
HELLENA. 
. O name him not, 
The moſt deteſted traitor! who, tho' next 
In blood, and late the deareſt friend of his 
Indulgent prince, without a cauſe renounc'd 
His faith, his country, and his vow'd allegiance. 
5 CLEORA. 
Say not with6ut a cauſe, his love to you 
| HELLENA. 
Inſolent flave! ambitious bloody traitor | 
To claim my love for cruelty and fraud 
Muſt I have been a recompence for murther ! 
For regicide, the murther of his king! 
But has defeat has freed me from that danger : 
My father now retracts his former promiſe, | 
And treats him with averſion and contempt. 
May treaſon ever meet the like reward. 
But fee the man we ſpeak of comes this way. 
» „ _HELLENA. g E-. 
I wou'd avoid him, -do thou hear his meſſage ; 1 
His name is hateful, hut whene er J ſee him, 3 2 
. 1 5 2 y a 
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My blood runs back, my ſinews all relax, 
And life itſelf ſeems ready to forſake me. 
[Exit HELLENA. 


Enter AMAS1IE. 
| CLEORA. 
What wou'd you, prince ? 
| AMASIE. | 
I am inform'd the ſultan 
Paſt this way, andcame in hopes to have found him 
With the princeſs. | 
| CLEOR A, 
Your hopes deceiv'd you, Sir. 
AMASIE., 
May I not ſee 
The princeſs ? 
CLEORA., 


CLEORA, 
Nor happineſs, nor truth can come from thee ; 
For ev'ry word, and ev'ry thought of thine 
Are full of deep deceit, and threaten miſchief. 
[Exit CLeoRa, 
AMAS1E alone. 

Seen and avoided! —rated by her ſlave 
Suſpected by the ſultan !—ſcorn'd by all 


Is this the gratitude of Turkiſh courts? 


This my reward for heav'n and honour loſt ? — 
Soul poiſoning envy, eldeſt born of hell, 


Thou fin of devils, and their torment too, | 
To whatcontempt, what mis'ryhaſt thou brought me? 
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Ill-tim'd reflection —I ſhall ſtill ſucceed — — 
Love and ambition, hatred and reven 
re's nota wiſh my reſtleſs ſoul has em's, 
But ſhall be * 8 whence this an- 


Sure 18 attain perfection 
| In ill chan w be truly good. Te fan 


" Enter Auvnavn and VIsizx. 


HOP AMURATH, 

Away; my fame is loſt; my laurels won 

With pain and toil, and water'd with my blood, 
That well I hop'd wou'd flayriſh o'er my grave 
When I that plantgd them ſhou'd be but duſt, 

Are wither'd all. O! wherefore did 1 tempt, 

In the declining winter of my age, 

The vigour of a youthful rebel's arms ? 

Whoſe curſt ſucceſs, gainſt —_ rodigious odds, 
Makes credibility "Me qu * ry ſhe ſees, 

* truth appear like falſ 


ANA 1 x. 
Mighty ſultan! — 
AMURATH, 
What woud'ſt thou, ſlave! Thou . renegade, thou 


0 5 from my ſight: avaunt, perfidious traitor. 
VIS$I E R. 
My erer gracious lord, you wrong the 56e 
None can nn K | 
AMURATH. 
"Tis falſe. Did he not lead my ſpahies forth 
With hate profeſt, and boaſts of ſare revenge 


Nen ; then leave my gallant troops 


* 
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To ſwell the triumph, and to glut the rage 
Of that damn'd, damn'd deſtroyer of the faithful? 
i | 

O righteous heav*n! when will thy judgments ceaſe? 

For {ix revolving moons have we in vain 

Beſieg d yon city, proud, imperious Croia ; 

With famine, peſtilence, and Scanderbeg | 

More terrible than both, like threat'ning meteors, 

Hov'ring o'er our heads. Our ſtrengths conſum'd: 

By painkal watchings and incefſant rols 

Do not our numbers ey'ry hour decreaſe ?_ 

Are we not all devoted to deſtruction? 

Thoſe that Fieape the plague, of hunger die; 

Or ſav'd from famine, periſh by the ſword. 

Yet to behold you thus, burning with rage, 

And tortur'd by deſpair, afflicts us worſe 

Than all our * griefs. Why will you ſtill refuſe 

The only help your preſent ſtate admits, | 

That ſov'reign balm fox minds like yours diſeas'd, 

And cure for ev'ry ill all healing patience ? 

oh AMURATH. ' 

Name patience again while th* Epirot lives 

And lives victorious, and thou art thyſelf 

A baſe, inſulting traitor, Hear me, Allah, 

If thou art ought beſide an empty name, 

If thou doſt ſtill exiſt, as prieſts affirm, 

Decree our fate, and govern all below, 

Behold, and aid a cauſe ſo much your own. | 

To ſlaves, to ſubjects and to prieſts give patience, 

But if it be within your power to grant 

Ought that is worthy of a manarch's prayer, 

Give me revenge, or I'll renounce thy worſhip. 
n s a { Shouts. 

Ha! whence thoſe loud, thoſe joyful acedlamations ? 


Q 4 | Awas! E. 
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| AMASIE 


I hadere this inform'd him of the cauſe. 
ue heav'n, at length indulgent to your wiſhes, 
bleſt you with the power to end our woes, 
Or wreck your vengeance on the man you hate. 
AMURATH, 


| | > 054 
But thatit pleas'd my lord to firike me dumb. 


7 


Ha! what ſay'f thou ? take heed thou triſleſt not: 


A ſecond time thouꝰſt rais'd my ion ; 
If thou deceiv'ft it now, as at the firſt, | 
Death is the lighteſt ill thou haſt to fear: 

But if, beyond my hopes, thou tell' me truth, 
Thou ſhalt. no longer d eath our frown, 
(Your ſervice lighted, and your love deſpis'd;) 


Our former lavi ant ſhall be renew'd, 
And my Hellena be thy rich reward. 
Aust Kneeling. 


Bounty immenſe! thus let— 
: AMURATH, 

_ 15 Riſe, my | __ ; 
Make it appear that vengeance may be bad; 
Let it be merely poſſible—0O Allah! 

I aſk no more — and leave the reſt to me. 


| AMASIE. 
Ever invincible, you're not to learn 
- That Aranthes, prince of Durazzo, who derives 
His high deſcent from Charlemagne, that moſt 
Tlufſtrious Frank, Santon and king, has long 
Approv'd himſelf 1 Caſtriots friend, 
And firm ally. His wiſdom, wealth and 
May well indear him to that haughty rebel; 
But yet a tie much ſtronger binds their friendſhip : 
The fair Althea, daughter to Aranthes, 
Beholds the youthful conqueror her ſlave : 
Nor are his ardent vows prefer'd in vain ; 


With 
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With conſcious virtue, join'd with true affection, 
With majeſty and mildneſs ſweetly temper'd, 
The wha booty (for all who ſee her muſt 


Conſeſs her charms,) returns his conſtant flame, 

This friend.and miſtreſs, the partner and hoped 1 

Reward of all his toils, are in your power. 1 
AMURATH. | 1 

Prophet,” thou'rt juſt z where are his conqueſts now? . 


Anguiſh has left my ſoul to live in his. { 

gel ere this the news has reach' d his ears. 1 

His promis'd joys are come to ſwell my heart; ® 

[ have *em all, but doubled by his pain. 

Haſte and inform us by what means, Amaſie, '2 

Theſe precious pledges came into our hands, | 
AMASIE, | 

This morning from Durazzo they ſet forth, 1 

Slightly attended for the chriſtian camp, 

Fearing no danger; for they knew your army 

Had been for months immur'd witbin theſe plains; | 

The neighb'ring mountains being all poſſeſt 1 


By their rebellious minion's conquering troops. '4 
Of this inform'd, not daring to approach | 
Your ſacred preſence, I inform'd your fon, bl 
Your empire's ſecond hope, the brave prince Ma- '1 
homet. | | 
Strait with two thouſand horſe guided by me, 4 
Who, as a native here, beſt knew the route 'Y 


—__— 


The little troop, muſt take; he left the trenches : 
The foe was quickly found; tho' few in number 
They yet reſiſted long, and dearly fold 
Their liberty or lives: Aranthes laſt 
Yielded himſelf and daughter to our power. 

| | = [ Shouts. 
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| Eater Manoner, AranTRES, ALTHEA, Lord: 
and Ladies in Chains. 
f MAHOMET, 
Long live great Amurath, my royal father; 
O may his days for ages yet roll on, 
And ev'ry day e his fame like this! 
"he AMURATH. 
Riſe to my arms; thou bring'ſ me life and fame, 
And what my ſoul much more defir'd, revenge. 
When from the womb theybroughtthee to theſe arms, 
The firſt dear fruit of my Maria's love 
And heir to all my kingdoms ; ev'n then 
I claſp'd thee with leſs joy, than at this moment. — 
But let us view the captives thou haſt brought. 
Now by our 2 head, a noble troop; 
A fairer purchaſe never grac'd my arms. 
This muſt be Aranthes, and this his daughter. 
They ſeem to ſcorn their fortune: conſcious majeſty 
Frowns on his brow, and beauty ſmiles on hers. 
Proud chriſtian, now where is your prophet's power! 
AR ANT RES. 
Where it was ever, ſultan ;—in himſelf. 
AMURATH. 
If it be ſach as vainly you ſuppoſe, | 
Why art thou fallen thus beneath my power? 
Whoſe eyes ne'er pitied, and whoſe hand ne'er ſpar'd 
Tube followers of his feat. 
ARANTHES. 
Preſumptudòds man 
Shall finite knowledge tax eternal wiſdom ? 
Or ſhameleſs guilt dare, with invidious eyes, 
To fearch for ſpots in purity itſelf, 
And call impartial juſtice to account: 
f 2 ; 


* 
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Impious and vain ! it is enough we know 

Such is his will, who orders all things right, 

To make ev'n theſe thy chains, inſulting king, 

Eaſy to us; and well content we bear em. 
AMURATH, 


Ill doth it ſuit with your reputed wiſdom 
T'abet a raſh rebellious boy. 


ARANTHES. 
Rebellious! 

By the heroic virtue of the youth, 
And more th' eternal juſtice of our cauſe, 
I muſt retort the charge. Since firſt the angels 
By their ambition fell; the greateſt rebels, 
The moſt accurs' d, perfidious and ungrateful, 
Are thoſe, who have abus'd the ſovereign power. 
Why ſhines the ſun, why do the ſeaſons change, 
The teeming earth laviſh her vearly tore, 
And all to bleſs the ſons of men in vain ? 
O!] is it not that tyranny prevails, 
Ak the true end of government is loſt ; 

hat thoſe, who ſhou'd defend each in his right, 
Betray their truſt, and ſeize upon the whale 
This, this is to rebel againſt that power, 
By which kings reign, and turn the arms of heaven 
Againſt itſelf. Then take the rebel back. 
A virtuous prince, the patron of mankind, 
With juſt contempt may hear a lawleſs tyrant 
Arraigu that conduct, which condemns his own. 


AMURATH. 
'Tis hard ta ſay whether thy inſolence, ; 
Who tho” in chains dar' brave me to my face, 
Or the naprincely meanneſs of thy foul, 
Who, wou'd by law reftrain the will of kings, 
Amaze me moſt, Let Scanderbeg and you 
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Like fools contend, and ſhed your blood in vain, 
While ſubjects reap the harveſt of your toil; 
O'ercome, that you may live the ſlave of ſlaves; 
I fight to reign, and conquer for myſelf. | 
ARANTHES, | 
A gen'rous ſlave wou'd ſcorn the abje& thought, 
What mod a king do then ? 
AMURATH. 
| | Think like a king, 
Whoſe glory is his power. | 
ARANTHES, 
Of doing good. 
AMURATH. 
Of doing what he will ; the other's none. 
. AAA ran. 
Has heav'n no power becauſe it doth no ill? 
AMURATH. | | 
Were theſe the thoughts of other chriſtian princes, 
Wou'd they ſtand neuter and unmov'd behold | 
Th' Epirot and thyſelf ſuſtain this war; 
Nor lend you their aſſiſtance? ö 
| ARANTHES. 
Foul diſhonour ! 
O everlaſting ſhame! wou'd they unite, 
Afflicted Europe wou'd no lon n 
Beneath your yoke and mourn * Heedom loſt : 
Nor Verna's nor Baſilia's fatal fields 
Smoke with the blood of chriſtians unreveng'd: 
But to the ſcandal of our holy faith, I 
Some ſuch there are, who owe their very lives, 
Their peace and ſafety to the blood of others, 
Yet think themſelves born for themſelves alone. 
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AMURATH, 

'Tis time to quit a cauſe ſo ill ſupported ; _ : 
And your misfortunes may inform your friend, 
What ſure deſtruction waits the deſp'rate wretch, 
That tempts his wrath, who rules o'er half mankind, 
And ftrikes the reſt with terror at his name. 

| ARANTH ES. 
Ceaſe thy vain boaſts, and by example learn 
The frail uncertain ſtate of human greatneſs. 
Where are now th' Aſſyrians, where the Medes; 
The Perſians and their conquerors, the Greeks ; 
Or the ſtupendous power of ancient Rome? 
Has not the breath of time blaſted their pride, 


And laid their glory waſte ? 
AMURATH. 

Nane power er then. And yee perks 
aſſert m o'er thee. And yet perha 
On —2 ſubmiſſion we — oj 
Your freedom, and vouchſafe to give him peace. 

ARANTH ES. 


If by ſubmiſſion vainly you deſign 

Diſhonourable terms, a ſhameful peace, 

9 ſuch thoughts; thoſe his great ſon l muſt 

corn; 

Nor wou'd we be redeem'd at ſuch a price: 

Hope not to triumph over him in us. 
AMURATH. 

Where is the majeſty that us'd to awe 

My trembling flaves ? art thou in love with death? 
ARANTHES, 

No; nor with life, when purchas'd at th'expence 

Of others happineſs, or my own honour. 
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AMURATH, 
Behold this maid, this comfort of thy age. 
I, as a father, know what tis to love 
A child like this—I have been deem'd a man, 
A brave one too The fair, ſacred to peace, 
Have never number'd with my foes : 
But if preſumptuouſly thou doſt diſpute 
Thy own and daughter's ranſom on my terms; 
Or teach thy pupil to mn. my will, | 
Renounce me, heat*n, if like thy bloody prieſts, 
Thoſe conſecrated murtherers of thy ſect, 
I caſt not off all bowels of compaſſion, 
All pity, all remorſe=—Her tender ſex, 
Her youth, her blooming beauty ſhall not ſave her. 
Away; I'll hear no more. Prudence may yet 
Inſtruct you to avoid th'impending ruin. 
Amaſie, we commit him to your 
_ALTHEA, | 

O my father! tho? torn from your embraces, 
Your p ts, your le hall be ever 
Preſent with Althea ; in bts my guide, 
In troubles my ſupport. 
ARANTHES. 
| This wounds indeed. 
"Tis hard to part and leave her thus expos'd ; 
But heav'n muſt bevbey'd.[ Adr. Farewell my child 
Tho' reaſon and religion teach us patience, 
Pain will be felt and nature have her courſe. Adr. 

G65 { Exir AranTHES. 

AMURATH. 

Mourn not, bright maid; you can have to fear: 
A father — rule your fate. * 


ALTHEA 
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ALTHEA, 

I ſee and ſcorn your arts, inſidious king: 
And for your threats, purſue em when you dare; 
Your pride to ſee yourcruelty deſpis'd, 
Shall give you greater pain than you inffict, 
And turn your rage to ſhame. O prince belov'd ! 
O my affianc'd lord ! let not my danger 
One moment ſtop the progreſs of your arms : 
I have my with if dying I may ſhare 
In your renown, and juſtify your choice, 
AMURATH., 

Oſmin, attend the lady to Hellena. | 

[ Leun AMURATH, &c, 
e 377} = 
Fair princeſs, you ſhall know no more reſtraint 
Than what is common to the ſex with us. 
ALT HEA. 

Lead me to inſtant death, or let me groan 
Whole years in chains - diſpoſe me as you pleaſe 
Tho' my lov'd fire and lord no more I ſee, 
You hope in vain to conquer them in me. 
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2% THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 
i! AC-D IN 
SCENE I. 


A Plain the whole Length of the Stage. One Side lined 
with Chriſtian, the other with Turkiſh Soldiers. 


VISIER axv PAULINUS. 


VISIE X. 
LRE ADM has the trumpet's lofty ſound 
From eithercamp twice echo'd thro' the plain; 
At the third ſummons both the kings a 0 
May gracious heaven, in pity to mankind, 
Incline their breaſts to ſhea 
The tide of blood, and give the world repoſe. 
| PAULINUS | 
What may we not expect from ſuch a treaty ? 
And yet the caution us'd on either ſide EM 
To guard againſt ſurprize, betrays diſtruſt. 
| VISIER. 

A thouſand injuries, ſuppos'd or real, 
With keen reſentment whet each jealous chief, 
And ſeem to urge ſuſpicion. 

PAULINUS. 

' --» 4x $6IpIO, 

And the ferce African, whom he ſubdu'd, 
With greater ardor never ſtrove t'attain 
For Rome, or Carthage, univerſal ſway ; 
42 7a great ſultan to impoſe the yoke 
Cf arbitrary power and make men ſlaves ; 
Or our brave prince to guard their liberties, 
Or break their chains and purchaſe freedom for 'em. 

| VISIER. 


the ſword, to ſtop 
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VISIER, 


Then their known zeal for their reſpective faith 
Muſt yet much farther alienate their minds. 


PAULINUS. 
"Tis hardly to be thought a youthful hero, 
With victories replete, will ſtoop to take 
Abje& conditions from a beaten toe. 
VISIER. 
Or that an artful prince will fail t'improve 
Ev'ry advantage to increaſe his power. 
PAULINUS, 
Fortune ſtands neuter, and impartial heaven 
Holds with an equal hand the trembling beam : 
Superior wiſdom, fortitude, and coura 
Muſt turn the ſeale ¶ Trumpets. ) But ſee their guards 
ar. 
The _— intelligencies thatinform 
The planetary worlds, if fuch there be, 
With all their vaſt experience might attend 
This interview, and paſs improv'd away. 


Enter AMURATH, SCANDERBEG, MaHOMET, 
ARanTHEsS, Aust, Oe. 
AMURATH. 


Dotz it not ſwell thy fond, ambitious heart? 
Doft thou not burſt with pride, vain boy, to ſee 
The majeſty of hoary Amurath, ; 


Whoſe numerous years are fewer than his conq veſts, 
Reduc'd to terms, and ſtoop to treat with thee ? 


SCANDERBESG. 
With gratitude and wonder I confeſs 
Myſelt th* unworthy inſtrument of heaven, 
To ſcourge thy falſhood, cruelty and pride, 
« Var. \. R And 
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And free a virtuous people from thy chains. 
With pity I behold your fierce impatience, 

Your arrogance and ſcorn ; ev'n while the hand 
Of righteous heaven 1s heavy on thy crimes, 
And deals thee forth a portion of thoſe woes, 
Which thy relentleſs heart, with lawleſs luſt 
And never ſated avarice of r, 

Has ſpread o'er half the habitable earth. 


AMURATH, 


And muſt T anſwer to thy bold impeachment ? 
Thou infidel relaps'd ! thou very chriſtian ! 
Without diſtinction and without a name 
But what implies thy guilt. In vain thy flatt'rers 
Proclaim thee king of Macedon, Epirus, 
Illyria, Albania and Dalmatia; 
Gain'd by ſurprize, by treachery and fraud ; 
What art thou but the more exalted traitor ? 
| SCANDERBEG. 
Let abject minds, the flaves of mean ambition, 
Affect vain titles and external pomp ! 
And take the ſhadow for ſubſtantial glory. 
Superior birth, unmerited ſucceſs, | 
The name of prince, of conqueror and king, 
Are gifts of fortune and of little worth. 
They may be, and too often are, poſſeſt 

By ſordid ſouls who know no joy but wealth; 
By riotous fools, or tyrants drench'd in blood; 
A Creſus, Alexander, or a Nero. 
The beſt are ſure the greateſt of mankind. 
Our actions form our characters. Let me 
Approve myſelf a chriſtian and a ſoldier, 
And flatt'ry cannot add, or envy take 
Ougzt that I wiſh-to have, or fear to loſe. 


AMUV- 
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AMURAT H. 


Canſt thou behold unmov'd, thou ſteady traitor, 
Thy moſt munificent and _— patron, 
Preſt with the weight of more than fourſcore years, 
With feeble hands compell'd to reaſſume 
The ſtubborn reins of power, and taſte again, 
When appetite is pall'd, the bitter ſweets 
Of ſovereign command ? ſhou'd I deſcend 
To reaſon with thee, what cou'dit thou reply ? 
Have I not been a father to thy youth? 
Did I not early form thy mind to greatneſs, 
And teach thy infant hands the uſe of arms? 
Tho? the unerring maxims of our ſtate 
(The only rule of right and wrong in courts) 
Had mark'd thee for deſtruction; ſtill I ſpar'd thee. 
Truſted, belov'd, advanc'd thou haſt betray'd me: 
Firſt ſeiz'dthe provinces you calPd your own, 
Then join'd my foes to rob me of my fame; 
The perjur'd Uladiſlaus, fierce Hunniades, 
And the Venetians, who have fince forſook thee. 
Tho' to remote Magneſia I retir'd, . 
Quitting the toils of empire to my ſon, 
To ſeek for reſt and find a peaceful grave ; 
Yet there the cries and clamours of my flaves, 
Who fled the terrors of thy dreadful name, 
Forbad their old o'erlabour'd king repoſe ; 
Forc'd me once more in hoſtile ſteel to clothe 
Theſe weary limbs, and rouſe to their defence. 
But that thy ſoul is loſt to all remorſe, 
Thy black ingratitude muſt fright thyſelf. 

; SCANDERBEGCGC., 
Can all your kingdoms bribe the voice of truth? 
Which, while you ſpeak, pleads for me in your breaſt; 
Or rage efface the mem'ry of your guilt, 


More than ten thouſand witneſſes againſt thee ? 
TORT” R 2 But 
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But flander, like the loathſome leper's breath, 

InfeQs the healthful with its poiſonous ſteams, 

Unleſs repell' d, and bids me guard my fame. 
My anceſtors for ages Id this throne, 

Ii. a virtuous, legal race of Princes. 

No arbitrary tyrants ; the fame laws, 

That made them kings, declar'd their people free. 

My royal father, fam'd for his ſucceſs 

In war and love of peace, had govern'd long; 

When with reſiſtleſs force your conquering troops 

Pour'd like a deluge o'er the realms of Greece: 

To fave his people from impending ruin, 

At your requeſt, the pious gen'rous prince 

Gave up his ſons as hoſtages of peace. WE. 
He Hed-—the beſt of kings and men, O Caſtriot! 
_.L were unworthy of thy race and name | 

Cou'd I unmov'd remember thou'rt no more—— 

I wou'd have ſaid, he died in firm reliance 

On your promiſe given, your faith and honour ; 

But ſure the memory of ſuch a loſs 

May well o'er-bear, and drive me from my purpoſe, 

*T was then in ſcorn of ev'ry obligation, 

Of truth and juſtice, gratitude and honour, 

Of nobleſt truſt and confidence repos'd : 

You like a lawlefs, moſt perfidious tyrant, 

Amidft her griefs, ſeia d on his widow'd kingdom: 

And to ſecure your lawleſs acquifition —— 

Oh ! how ſhall I proceed My bleeding heart 

Is pierc'd anew, new horrors wound my ſoul 

Atevery pauſe ; whenever I rehearſe, 

Whene'er I think ppon thy mon ſtrous crimes — 

O Repoſio ! Staniſſa! Conſtantine! 

My flaughter'd brothers, whoſe dear blood till cries 
Aloud to heaven your wrongs ſhall find redreſs. 
_ Juſtice defer'd deals forth the heavier blow. 
> % g : AMV- 
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AMURATH, 
Shall the great monarchs of our ſublime race 
Cut aff their brothers, when they mount the 
throne, 
Yet ſpare the lives of chriſtians they ſuſpeR ? 
Their death was wiſe, and I approve ut yet, 
But curſe my folly that preferv'd thy life, 
SCANDERBEG. 
What was then my life ? debarr'd of my right, 
And kept augment the number of your ſlaves. 
The only benefit you e'er canter'd, 
Was that you train'd me to the uſe of arms: 
You had my ſervice and was overpaid ; 
Yet thoſe whom I oppos'd were, like yourſelt, 
Tyrants, who made a merchandize of men; 
And propagate religion by the ſword. 
Ever determin'd not to ſtain my hands > 
With chriſtian blood, when you commanded me 
To turn my arms againſt th' Hungarian king, 
I purpos'd from that hour, by heaven's aſſiſtance, 
At once Yavoid the guilt and free my country. 


AMURA TH. 
O traitor ! doſt thou glory in thy ſhame ? 
Think not L have forgat thy vile declephzqn. 
Yes, on that fatal, that detzfied day, 
When deep Maravia's waves, ge with the blood 
Of forty «he of my faithfal flaves, 
Loſing their azure, flow'd in purple tides ; 
Too well I know, thou didft Blake thy charge; 
And ere the news of thy revolt arriv'd, 
Surpriz'd my baſſa that commanded here; 
Drove out my garriſons, and raviſh'd from me 


This fair and fertile kipgdamn. 
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SCANDERBEG, | 
2 Falſe ———— ! 
The charge impos'd was ne'er accepted by me. 
I arm'd my ſubjects for their common rights; 
The love of My, that fired their fouls, 
That made them worthy, crown'd them with ſucceſs, 
I did my duty was but what 1 ow'd 
To heaven, an injur'd people and myſelf. 
AMURATH. 
You will be juſtified in all that's paſt: 
But I ſhall — thy ſtubborn temper yet. 
I know the worth of thoſe dear pledges now 
Within mypower.Thou know'ſt me too then ak, 
And yield in time, while mercy may be had. 
SCANDERBEG. 
I know your mercy by my brother's fate. 
AMURATH. 


Then you may judge the future by the paſt, 

| SCANDERBEG. 

Thoꝰ pity be a ſtranger to your breaſt, 

Your preſent dangerous ſtate may teach you fear. 
AMURATH. 


Danger and I have been acquainted long; 
Full oft Pave met her in the bloody — * 


And drove her back with terror on m : 
| Your other phantom, fear, I know hers not ; 
Or in thy viſage I behold her now. | 
SCANDERBEC, 
I fear not for myſelf. - 
AMURATH. 
Vet ſtill thou fear'ſt. 


| Confels thyſelf ſubdy'd and ſue for favour. 
| S CAN» 
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SGANDERBEGQC, 
When I ſubmit to guilt, I'll own your conqueſt, 
AMU RATE. | 
Think on your friends, 
SCANDERB EG. 
Afflictions are no crimes. 
AMUR ATH. 
You wou'd redeem them 
SCANDERBEGCG. 
Ves; on any terms, 
That honour may permit, and juſtice warrant. 
AMURATH., 
Hear the conditions then. 
SCANDERBEGCG., 


| Why finks my heart ? 
Why dolI tremble thus? when at the head 
Of almoſt twice a hundred thouſand ſouls 
I with a hundred charg'd this fierce old chief, 
Thou art my witneſs, heaven, I fear'd him not. 
[ Aide. 


AMUR ATH. 
When I look back on what you were before 
Your late revolt, charm'd with the pleaſing view, 
I wiſh to ſee thoſe glorious days reſtor d; , 
When I with honour may indulge my bounty, 
And make you great and happy as you're brave, 


SCANDERBEG. 
Flattery ! - Nay, then he's dangerous indeed! ¶ Ade. 
AMURA TH, 


Renounce the errors of the chriſtian ſe, 
And be inſtructed in the law profeſt 
By Iſhmael's holy race; that light divine, 
R 4 That 
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That darts from Mecca's ever ſacred fane, 
T' illaminate the darken'd ſouls of men, 
And fill *em with its brightneſs. 
SCANDERBEQC., ou 
| O Althea! [Afde. 
AMURATH. 


Break your alliance with the chriſtian princes, 
Andlet my foes be thine. 


| SCANDERBEG. 
| That follows well ; 
Th abandon'd wretch, that breaks his faith with 
| ſheav'n, 
Will hardly ſtop at any future crime. [ Aide. 
AMURAT H. 
Forego th' advantage that your arms have won, 
Give up this little part of ſpacious Greece, 
Its cities and its people to my power: 
And in return reign thou my ſubſtitute 
O'er all my conquer d provinces in Europe, 
From Adrianople to the walls of Buda. 
SCANDERBEG. 
Aſſiſt me, heav'n | aſſiſt me to ſuppreſs 
The rifing indignation in my breaſt, 
That ſraggies, heaves and rages for a vent— 
. Aranthes! Althea! how ſhalll preſerve you? [ de. 


VISIER., 
He's greatly mov'd, his viſage flames with wrath. 
AMASIE. | 
uſt ſo he looks when ruſhing on the foe, 
eager blood ftarts from his trembling lips, 
| AMURATH. 
] wait your reſolution. 


. | '$SCAN- 
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SCANDERBEG, 


Three days the truce concluded is to laſt ; 
That ſpace I aſk to anſwer your demands. 
AMURATH, 
'Tis well; enjoy yaur wiſh but yet remember 
Honour and int'reft, gratitude and love 
Bleed while you pauſe, and preſs you to comply. 
Farther, to favour you in al I may, | 
Aranthes ſhall attend you to your camp: 
Conſuit, reſolve, your intereſts are the ſame; 
Althea juſtly claims the care of both. 
[Exit Auuzarx, Cc. 
SCANDER BEG. a 
O thou, who art my righteouſneſs and ſtrength, 
Diſtreſs'd and tempted, fill in thee I truſt: 
The pilot, when he ſees the tem peſt riſe, | 
And the proud waves inſult the low'ring ſkies, 
Fix'd to the helm, looks to that power to lay 
The raging ſtorm, whom winds and ſeas obey, 
[ Exit SCANDERBEG, Cc. 


AMaS1E alone. 


Shou'd he comply, as ſure he's hardly preſs'd ; 
Reſtor'd to favour, where is my revenge? 

He's but a man leſs tempted I fell worſe ; 

But I'm not Scanderbeg —— ſay, he refuſes ; 

It follows that the ſyltan, in his rage, | 
Murthers the captives, tho' we all ſhou'd periſh. 
Which fide ſoe'er I view, I like it not. 

There is no peace for me, while Caſtriot lives; 
Plagued and diſtreſs'd, he ſoars above me ſtill; 
Inſults my hate, and awes me with his virtue. 
His virtue! ha! how have | dreamt till now, 
How ſcap'dthethought? his virtue ſhall betray him. 
Hypocriſy, that wich an angel's likeneſs 

5 May 
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May well deceive the wiſdom of an angel, 

Shall re- inſtate me in his gen'rous heart: 

Which if I fail to pierce, may all the ill 

I ever wiſh'd to him fall on myſelf.— 

Th' amorous prince know his haughty ſoul 

Il brooks his ſubtle father's peaceful ſchemes. 

He loves Althea, and depends on me 

T“ aſſiſt his flame. 
Enter Manowert. 


MAHOMET, 
Amaſie, what ſucceſs ?. 
Fou ſaw the _m_ princeſs — 


AMASIE. 
Ves, my lord. 
MA HOME. { 
Curſe on the jealous cuſtoms of our court : 
Why is that privilege deny'd to me ? | 
AMASIE, . 
You know why Pm indulg'd. 
M A HOME. 
Tis true, but ſay, 
What haſt thou done that may advance my hopes? 
AMASIE. 
Pve thought, my lord 2 
MAHO MET. 
What tell'ſt thou me of thoughts! 


Haſt thou not ſpoke ?—whatſays the charming fair? 
— Shall I be bleſt ? 


AMASIE, 
F Spoke, what? alas! my prince! 
How little do yo —— that haughty A hap 
Bred in the rigid i aries of ker 28. 
1 | | Chaſte 


r men eee 88 


THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 251 


Chaſte as its precepts, moſt ſeverely virtuous, 
Althea wou'd treat me with the laſt contempt, 
Shou'd I but name your gen'rous paſſion to her; 
And proudly term it ſhameful and unjuſt. 


MAHOMET, 


Now as you wou'd avoid a prince's hatred, 

That muſt one day command you; ar expect 
E' er to attain my ſiſter's love, the ſco 

Of your ambition, aid me with your counſel. 
My blood's on fire, and I will quench the flame, 
Tho' univerſal ruin ſhou'd enſue. 

By heaven I will; I'll plunge in ſeas of bliſs, 
And with repeated draughts of cordial love, 
Expell the raging fever from my veins. 


AMASIE. 
Glorious miſchief! - [ Ade. ] If Ijudge right her will 
Is ne'er to be ſubdu'd, you can't poſſeſs 
Her mind, my lord—and without that you know— 


MAHOMET. 


Her mind! a ſhadow! give me ſolid joys, , 

And let her chriſtian minion take the reſt. 

I love her for myſelf; my appetite 

Muſt be appeas'd, or live my conſtant plague, 

Let me but claſp her in my longing arms, 

Preſs her ſoft boſom to my panting breaſt, 

And crown my wiſhes ; tho” attain'd by force, 
'Tho' amidſt ſtrugglings, ſhrieks and guſhing tears; 
Or while ſhe faints beneath my ftrong embrace, 
And J have all my raging paſſions crave. 


AMASIE, 


Already Pve conceiv'd the means to ſerve you, 
But time muſt give th' imperfe&t embryo form, 
And hail th' auſpicious birth, | 
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MAHOMET, 
She's juſtly mine, 
The purchaſe of my ſword. Our prophet thas, 
By manly force all prior right deſtroy d; 
Power was his claim; he conquer'd and enjoy'd : 
Beauty and fame alike his ardor mov'd ; 
Fiercely he fought, and as he fought he lov'd. 


_ 


ACT 
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SCENE I. 
The Chriſtian Camp. 
SCANDERBEG an» ARANTHES. 


ARANTHES, 


LTHEA mourns for this your fond delay, 

And thinks already ſhe has liv'd too long; 

Since living ſhe protracts the tyrant's fate, 

And clouds the matchleſs luſtre of your arms. 
SCANDERBEC. 

Juſtice herſelf would here ſuſpend her ſword ; 

Nor with one andifcriminating blow, 

Blind as ſhe is, deſtroy both friends and foes. 


| ARANTHES, 
It is appointed once for all to die: 
Then what am I, or what a child of mine, 
Weigh'd with the honour of the chriſtian name, 
To bid the cauſe of liberty attend, 
While gravely you debate thoſe very trifles, 
The time and circumſtances of our death: 
As juſtly nature might ſuſpend her courſe 
To wait the diffolution of an inſect. 
No, let me bear defiance tothe ſultan ; 
Tell him, that you already are determin'd; 
And dare his worſt. 


SCANDERBECOG. 
Not for ten thouſand worlds 
Wou'd I fo tempt the fretful tyrant's rage, 
The pangs of death are light to thoſe of abſence; 
Then who can bear eternal ſeparation? 
Tranſ- 
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Tranſported as you are with pious zeal, 

Look inward, ſearch your heart, and then confeſs 
The love of heav'n excludes not ſacred friendſhip, 
Think if my taſk. were your's, how you wou'd act. 
Wou'd you not pauſe, conclude, retract, and pauſe 
gagain 

To tha laſt moment of the time prefixt ? 

Wou'd you not count it virtue to contend, 

Tho' againſt hope, and ſtruggle with deſpair ? 

I know you wou'd ; for tho* your tongue be mute, 
Spite of yourſelf, your ſtreaming eyes confefs it. 


ARANTHES. 
My weakneſs is no precedent for you. 


SCANDER BEG. 
If thus the friend, what muſt the lover ſuffer ? 
Think good Aranthes, if you ever lov'd, 
What Tendore: think on Althea's charms, 
And judge from thence the greatneſs of my pain. 
g ARANT HES. 


Why will you dwell ow the dang'rous theme? 
The ſtrength of Sampſon prov'd too weak for love; 


David's integrity was no defence; 
The king, the 
Beneath the ſame inevitable power : 


e hero and the prophet fell 

The wiſdom of his ſon was folly here; 

And he that comprehended all things elſe 

Knew not himſelf, till dear experience taught 
Him late repentance, anguiſh, grief and ſhame. 
Then think no more but give us up at once; 

Give up Althea; heaven demands it of you; 

For while ſhe lives, your virtue is not ſafe. 


SCANDERBEC. 


Is this a father's voice? 


AR A N- 
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ARANTHES, | 
Wou'd I had died, 
Ere I was honour'd with a father's name; 

Or that my child had been leſs good and fair. 
What was my greateſt joy, is now my grief : 
Ev'ry perfection wrings my heart with pain. 
For all her charms are now ſo many ſnares, 
Which you muſt break, or be undone for ever. 

— Still unreſolv'd—forgive me if I think, 

You have the weakneſs now of other men. 


SCANDERBEC, 
If to rejoice when virtue is rewarded ; 
Or mourn th' afflictions of the good and brave, 
Who mourn not for themſelves ; if love and friend- 
ſhi g 
Denote AN weak, I wou'd be weaker ſtill. 


He who diſclaims the ſoftneſs of humanity, 


Aſpiring to be more than man, 1s leſs, 

Yet know, my father, rev'rend good Aranthes ! 
Whatever tender ſentiments I feel; 

Tho' as a man, a lover and a friend, 

I fear the ſultan's cruelty and malice ; 

Yet as a chriſtian, I deſpiſe em both. 

"Tis not for man to glory in his ſtrength ; 

The beſt have fallen, and the wiſeſt err'd. 

Yet when the time ſhall come, when heaven ſhall by 
Its providence declare, this is my will, 

And this the ſacrifice that I demand, 

Why who can tell, but full of that ſame energy, 
Which ſwells your breaſt, I may reply ev'n ſo, 
Thy wilt be done. 


ARANT HES. 
How have my fears deceiv'd me ? 


SCA N- 
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SCANDERBEGQG., 
The careful gard*ner turns the limpid ſtream, 
This way, or that, as fuits bis purpoſe beſt. _ 
The wrath of man ſhall praite his maker s name; 
The reſidue, reſtrain'd, reit on himſelf. 
Let us not raſhly antedate our woes. 
Tho' I defer the ſentence of your death, 
Tho? I cou'd die ten thouſand times to ſave you, 
I do not, nay 1 dare not bid you live, 

AR ANTRESVS. 

Excellent man ! why did I ever doubt thee ? 
Your zeal's no leſs, yout wiſdom more than mine. 
My time's expir'd ; illuſtrious prince — farewel ! 

SCANDERBEG. 
My father! my Althea !— 

ARANTHES, 
; | Omv fon! 
Our part is little in this noble conflict, 
The worſt is death; your's harder, but more glorious, 
To live and ſuffer. Heaven inſpire thy ſo 
With more than Roman fortitude and courage : 
They yoorly ned to death, t'avoid misfortunes ; 
May chriſtian patience teach thee to o'ercome 'em. 
[Exit ARANTHES: 


SCANDERBEG alone, 
In this extremity ſhall I invoke 
Thy awful genius, O majeſtick Rome; 
* — — thine”; who ſacrificed 

o public li „ paternal love: 

The younger Brutus; or the Greek Timoleon; 
Of ſelf-denial great examples all: | 
But all far ſhort of what's required of me. 
Theſe patriots offer'd to an injur'd world 
But guilty wretches, who deſerv'd their fates. 
| Would 


£ 


* 
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MWou'd they 1 up the beſt of men, 
And the moſt perfect of the gentler ſex 

To death, to worſe than death, a tyrant's rage ? 
No, nature unaſſiſted cannot do it. 

To thee I bow me then; fountain of life, 
Of wiſdom and. of power, 
Who know'ſt our frame, and mad'ſt us what we are; 


- 


I ak not length of days, nor fame, nor empire: 
Give me to know and to diſcharge my duty, 
And leave th' event to thee—Amaſie here 


Enter Aus iE, who kneels and lays his fwword at 
| SCANDERBEG'S feet. 


Well may you turn away, juſtly diſdain 
To caſt one look upon the loſt Amaſie, 
Conſtant as truth, inflexible as juſtice, 
Above ambition, and the joys of ſenſe 
- You muſt abhor the wretch, ' whoſe fatal weaknefs 
Betray'd him to ſuch crimes, as make him hateful 
To heaven, to all good men and to himſelf. 
s AND ERBE. | 
What com'ſt thou for, whatcan'ſt thou hope from me? 
* © AMASIE., 
I come for juſtice. ARA 
| SCANDERBEG, 
' Juſtice muſt condemn thee, 
| AMASIE. | 
I have condemn'd myſelf ; but dare not die, 
Till you, the proper judge, confirm the ſentence. 
SC ANDER BBG. 
When firſt you fell, I deeply mourn'd your loſs; 
But from that moment gave you up for ever. 


Vor. I. 8 AMASIE, 
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AMASIE. 
Still you're my prince l my native rightful prince. 
$CANDERBEG. 
Then what art thou ? 


AMASIE. | 
The blackeſt, worſt of traitors. 
* SCANDERBEGCG., 
. Be that thy puniſhmenr. 
AMASIE, 
| Dreadful decree! 
*Tis more than I can bear—leave me not thus, 
Is not the blood, that runs in either's veins, 
Deriv'd from the ſame ſource? was I not once, 
Howe'er unworthy, honour'd with your friendſhip, 
Nam'd your ſucceſſor? ſo belov'd, fo truſted, 
That all the envious pin'd, and all the os 
Look'd up with wonder at the glorious height, 
To which your partial friendſhip had advanc'd me. 
SCANDERBEG. 
Ill judging man, thou | thy crimes. 
AMASI1E. 
That cannot be; I but excite your juſtice. 
Behold my guilty breaſt ; ſtrike maintain 
The honour of our houſe, wipe out this ſtain 
Of its illuſtrious race and blot of friendſhip. 
SCANDERBEG., 
If your ambition were to fall by me, 
You ſhou'd have met me in the front of battle 
With manly oppoſition, and receiv'd 
The death thou ſeek'ſt for in the rage of war. 
My ſword deſcends not on a proſtrate foc. 


Tho' 
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Tho? you've dzſerv'd to die, I've not deſerv'd 
To be your executioner. 
AMASIE. 
juſt heaven ! 
Are you a chriſtian prince, and will you ſpare 
A black apoſtate? 


SCANDERBEG. 
Heaven can right itſelf 
Without my aid, nor do know on earth 
So great, ſv juſt an object of compaſſion. 
Live and repent. 
AMASIE. 
I have and do repent, 
But cannot live. The court of Amurath 
Abhors a chriſtian ; ev'ry chriſtian court 
Deteſts a traitor. 
SCANDERBECGC. 
Miſerable man! [ Aide. 


a MASIE, 
We're taught that heav'n is merciful and kind. 


SCANDERBEG, 
What wretch dares doubt of that ? 
AM A831. 
Then why am [ 


Deny'd to ſue for peace and pardon there, 
Since I muſt never ape for them oa earth? 


SCANDER BEG. 
Have I the ſeeds of frailty in my nature ? 
Am La man, like him, and can I ſee, 
Unpitying and unmov'd, the bitter anguiſh, 
The deep contrition of his wounded: ſoul ? 
It will not be - O nature take your courſe, 


S 2 I'll 
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P11 not reſiſt your tendereſt impreſſions, [Afide. 
Suppreſs the tumult of your troubled mind; 
You have o'ercome ; I and ſhare your forrows. 
AMASIE, 
O be leſs good, or I ſhall die with ſhame. 
I have been too flow to pardon. [ Embracing, 
AMASIE. 
| O my prince! 
My injur'd prince ! 
SCANDERBEG. | 
Thy friend, thy friend, Amaſie. 
AMASIE. 
How have you rais d me from the 8 deſpair ? 
And dare you truſt this rebel, this apoſtate ? 
SCANDERBEG., 
*Tis heaven's prerogative alone to ſearch 


The hearts of men, and read their inmoſt thoughts: 


Iwou'd be circumſpect, not over wiſe; 
Nor ſor one error, loſe a friend for ever. 


| * let me be deceix d ere want humanity. 


AMASIE. 


The wiſdom and beneficence of heaven 
8 in 1 * and bleſs all thoſe who hear em. 


[Trumpets ſound a parle. 
SCANDERBEG, | 
What means this ſummons to a ſecond parley ? 
AMASIE. 
The fultan's haſte anticipates my purpoſe. Ade. 


— much concerns your love and honour, 
but muſt r it 67 Loh $44 
And 
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And once more join his council; if Pm ſeen, 
I loſe the only means that's left to ſerve you. 

 _SCANDERBEC, 
You will return —— _ ; 
AMAS IE. - 
As certain as the night; 
About the which you may expect me. 
SCANDER BEG. | 

You'll find me in my tent; the word's, Althea. 


Enter OrFicEer. 


OFFICER. 


The Viſier, with the princeſs of Durazzo, 
Demands an audience. 


SCANDERBEGCG, 


Fly, and introduce em. 
Can this be true ? 


AMASIE. 


Moſt true. The ſultan hopes 
That your Althea's eyes will conquer for him : 
Heaven guard your heart. Farewell—at night expect 

me. 

He's well deceiv'd : Hypocriſy, I thank thee: 
Dark and profound as hell, what line canfathom, 
Or eye os ore the ſecret thoughts of men? 
Yet once I fear'd I ſhou'd betray myſelf, 
And be indeed the penitent I feign'd d; | 
So much his virtue mov'd me. Curſe his virtue 
He ever will excell me Let him die, 
Tho” all my peace die with him — wretched man 
When ſhall I reſt from envy and remorſe? [ Xfide. 


[Exit AMAS18. 


„ © Scan- 
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SCANDERBEG. 

I ſhall once more behold Althea then. 

So wretches are indulg'd the ſight of heaven 

To ſharpen pain, and aggravate their loſs. 

The blended beauties of the teeming ſpring, 

Whate'er excells jn nature's works Fehde, 

Are vile to her, the glory of the whole. 

F REY fade and loſe theirodours, gems their bright- 
5. 0 

And gold its eſtimation in her preſence. 

But ſee, ſhe comes — Sure ſuch a form betray'd 

The firſt of men to quit his paradiſe, 

And all the joys of innocence and peace, 

For thoſe he found in her : yet had the lovely, 

Alas! too lovely parent of mankind, 

Poſſeſs'd a mind, as much ſu 

Her outward form, as my Al 

Mankind had never fell. 


Enter VISIER, ALTHEA, Cc. Scan b ER110 
tneeli and kifſes her hand. 
SCANDERBEG. 

O my pr:nceſs ! 
ALTH EA. 
My ever honour'd lord ! 
SCANDER BEG. - 
| To be your ſlave, 
A captive toyour charms, is more than to 
Belord of human kind. 
ALTHEA. 
The Viher, prince— 
; [SCANDERBIG ri/es. 
VISIER. 
Far be it, noble Scanderbeg, from me 
To intercept my royal maſter's bounty, 


nor to 


doth ; 
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Who wills you to enjoy freedom of ſpeech, 
Uninterrupted, with the chriſtian. princeſs. 


I'll with the guards retire and wait your leiſure. 
| [Exit Vis iE, oc 


SCANDERBEG., 
O my Althea ! 


ALTHE A, 
Speak, I'm all attention. 


SCANDERBEG, 


O who can raiſe his thoughts to the occaſion ? 
Or doing that, reduce ſuch thoughts to words ? 


ALTHEA, 
I will aſſiſt you—we muſt part for ever. 


SCANDERBEGC, 
Is that, is that ſo eaſy ? righteous heaven ! 
It doth amaze me, and confound my reaſon 
To hear thee, thus calm and ſerene, pronounce 
The dreadful ſentence. 


ALTHEA., 
Is it not determin'd ? 
| SCANDERBEG., 
To give thee back to ſlavery and chains! ! 
To the malice of a bloody _ 
Enrag'd by my refuſal !—-O Althea 
Tho” heaven muſt be obey'd, ſomething is due 
To virtuous love. We may, we muft confeſs 
A ſenſe of ſuch unutterable woe. 
When in return of my inceſſant vows, 
Of he Fug lg for ile bad f 
e long ſigh'd for bliſs i'd my joys 
To that *. pitch, that I look d down 5s 
With pity on mankind; and only griev'd 
To think they ſtood ek Þ to diſappointment, 
4 
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Migry and pain, while'T alone was happy 
Then, they | to o loſe thee— Nr py * 
ner U EA. 
O complain no more. 
You move a weakneſs here, unworthy her, 
Who would aſpire. to deſerye your love. 
bu N have died like the mute ſactifice; 
got pate as chearful and as unconcern'd, 
To bl the altar, 25 to ſleep | 2 
Within its e bold. 8 
SC AND ERBE 0. | 
Coud'ſt thou do this! 
:  ALTHEA. | 


Had I not a you thus, I think I fhou'd: 
But at your grief my reſolution fails me: 


HERS O71 


Pm ſubdued: the r. the 135 ſond —. 
—— —— — 


What 1 — foo! 


Not to be comprehended but by minds 


Exalted as thy own, — my xeaſon ; 
And what was. prudence nor virtue, 
I thought a wrong to love. 
No oper Ber ey g 
That ſtabs the very foul of reſolution, | 


And leaves thee without ſtrength to ſtem a torrent, 


That aſks an angel's force to meet its rage. 

8 at $a ALTHEA. 
To combat Inclinatfan,” to ſubdue 
Our own deſires, and 8 by bitten; ; 


Are virtues, prinke, no an ever knew. 
While cee nde + He "mh 1715 
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" SCANDERBEG.” 
O thou eternal ſource of admiration ! 
What new wonder haſt thou prepar'd to charm 
My ſraviſh'd ſoul ? where did thou learn the art 
To ſtop the tide of grief in its full flow, ata 
And triumph oer deſpair? ' © 
N an do {7 
In you I triumph. 
Tho? rack'd and torn with more than mortal grief, 
Amidit the pangs of diſappointed love 
And ſuff ring friendſhip, 15 I not behold thee, 
Still conſtant as the fun,” that keeps its courſe, _ 
Tho” ſtorms and tempeſts vex the nether ſky, , . 
And low'ring clouds a while obſcure his brightneſs? 
SCTANDERBEGO, 
Excellent, heavenly maid! thou rob'ſt thyſelf, 
And attribut'ft tome thy own perteQtions. 

CO LCN | 
Have you once queſtion'd whether you ſhould part 
With two the deareft things to man on earth, 

A friend and miſtreſs, or renounce your faith, 

The int'reſt of mankind and cauſe of virtue? 

SCANDERBEG. 

That were to purchaſe ev'n thee too dear ; 

That were a miſery beyond thy loſs ;. 

That were, my princeſs ! to deſerve to loſe thee... 
SEW 4 qo | 

That gracious power that wrought you for this 

urpoſe, © * © © | 'F 3 

That made ou great to ſtruggle with adverſity, 
And teach luxurious princes, by example, 
What kings ſhou'd be, and ſhame 'em into virtue; 
Beholds, with pleaſure, you diſcharge the truſt, 
And act up to < | 

Am 5D uIW 


e dignity you're form'T'for, 
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SCANDERBEG. 

O whither wou'd thy dazzling virtue ſoar ? 

Is't not enough we yield to our misfortunes, 

And bear afflictions, tho' with bleeding hearts? 

Wou'd'ſt thou attempt to raiſe pleaſure from pain, 

And teach the voice of mourning, ſongs of joy ? 
ALTHEA, 

Small is my part and ſuited to my ſtren 

What is dying? a wanton Cleopatra , 

Cou'd ſmile in death and infants die in ſleep. 


What tho* my days are few and fill'd with ſorrow ! | 


Cou'd vain proſperity to hoary a 
Afford a happineſs to be com 
To dying now in ſuch a glorious cauſe ? 
Lamented and belov'd by thee, the beſt 
And greateſt of mankind — Then let us haſte 
And cloſe the ſcene. — You, good Paulinus, let 
5 Viſier know, I'm _ to return. 
are you pale, guſhing tears 
h Bloc the majeſtick _ _ * 3 
Why is the hero in the lover loſt ? 


 S$SCANDERBEC. 
Let angels who attend in crowds to hear thee ; 
Let all the ſons of liberty and fame; 
Thoſe, who ſtill wait, and thoſe who have obtain'd 
The end of all their labours; heaven and earth; 
Angels and men, the living and the dead ; 
Behold and judge if ever man before 
Purchas'd the patriot's name, or ſav'd his country, 
His faith and honour, at a price ſo dear. 

Enter VISIER. 


8 VISIER, 
Well prince, may we not hope that thoſe bright eyes 
2 who wou'drefi, 
| | I 
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When honour's gain'd by being overcome? 
To yield to beauty, crowns the warrior's fame. Ni 
SCANDERBEGOC. 
I'm not to learn how to eſteem the princeſs ; | 
But know the ſultan over-rates his power, us 
When he preſumes to barter for her love. 4 
Her mind is free and royal as his on; If 
Nor is ſhe to be gain'd by doing what | 
Wou'd forfeit her eſteem. And I muſt think } 
This haſte to know my mind, is fraud or fear. 
What needs there more? the truce is unexpired : 
If your proud maſter wiſhes for a peace, 
We yet may treat on honourable terms, 
In the mean time receive the princeſs back. 


VISIER, 
Think what you do, great fir. 
SCANDERBEC, 
I know my duty. 
ALTH EA. 
Farewell, my lord ! 


SCANDERBEG. 


Farewell !—prote& her heaven 
ALTHEA. 
Now let the fretful tyrant ſtorm and rage, 
The only danger we cou'd fear is paſt. 
[Exeunt ALTHEA and Vist ER. 
SCANDERBEG. 
T*encounter hoſts of foes 1s eaſier far, 
Than to ſuſtain this innate, boſom war; 


This one unbloody conqueſt coſts me more 
Than all the battles I cer won before. 


ACT 
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ACT 1V. 


SCENE I. 


The outward Apartment in the Womens Tent. A 
Guard of Eunuchs. 


| Enter KIS LIN AA. 
AGA. 
Hils a5 I thought: our maſter is betray'd. 
Wo ever knewa renegade fincere ? 


This dog's a chriſtian ſtill! ws 
Enter AMAS1E. 
AMASTE. 
The victim's prepar'd. 


If luſt holds on her courſe, and revels yet 
In the hot veins of raſh, luxurious youth, 
This chriſtian heroine, this ſecond Lucrece, 
In Mahomet ſhall find another Farquin, 
As cruel and remorſeleſs as the firſt. 
If I ſhou'd fail in my to night, 
And Scanderbeg ſurvive — Althea raviſh'd— 
He'll wiſh himſelf, I had ſucceeded better. [ Aſide. 
Diſmiſs your uſeleſs. train of prying ſlaves ; 
Pre buſineſs that requires your ear alone, 


[Exenrt Eunuchs, 


A Grecian chief, who owns our maſter's cauſe, 
Muſt be admitted to the captive princeſs. 

"Tis of importanee to the ſultan's ſervice, 
That he ſhou d enter and depart unknown : 
PII istroducechim, While you watch without 
That none approach to give him interruption. 

AG A. 

This I conceive ; but why he mov'd the lady 


To 
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To the remoteſt part of the pavilion al 
I cannot comprehend. (Aldi. 

AMASIE. 
You know your duty ; 
Your life ſhall anſwer for the leaſt neglect. 
A G A. 

I ſhall take care (Exit Aus ix. ) to ruin thee, thou 

traitor, 


SCENE I. 
Another Apartment; Stage darken'd; Table and Lamp. 


ALTHEA diſcovered. 


ALTHEA., 

_ Is this a time and place for virtuous love ? 

This is the wanton's hour: now ſhe forſakes 

Her home, and, hid in darkneſs, watches for her prey: 

The ſoul, whom heaven abhors, falls in her ſnares: 

And pierc'd with guilt, as with an arrow dies. 

Yon fickly lamp, that glimmers thro* my tears, 

Faintly contending with prevailing darkneſs, 

Spreads o'er the lace a — * gloom, 
hat ſooths the joyleſs temper of my mind. 

So a pale meteor's dull and beamleſs flame 

To the bewilder'd traveller appears, 

And adds new horrors to the cheerleſs night. 

— Is error then the lot of all mankind ? 

It is, it is—for Scanderbeg is fallen. — 

O what cou'd move him to theraſh attempt? 

If he ſhou'd periſh, as the danger's great, 

How will th' inſulting infidels rejoice ? 

How will the foe with ſcornful triumph ſing, 

As a fool dies, ſo died this mighty chiet; 

His hands unbound, no fetters on his feet, 

But as an idiot by his folly falls, 

So fell the champion of the chriſtian cauſe. 1 

Her 
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Enter Mauouzr % lite Scaν⁰⏑ν,d g, fafericy 


the door on the inſide. 


Be s come, and all my ſorrows are compleat. 
Are you purſued ?—O my propherick fears 

If undiſcover'd you have enter'd here, 

This caution's needleſs ; if betray'd, in vain. - 


MAHOMET. 
Of ſuch a prize who can be too ſecure ? 
ALT HEA. 


_ *Tis not his voice—defend me, Odefend me, 
All — heaven! 

MAHOMET. 
Doſt thou not know me, princeſs ? 


ALT HEA. 
At too well ! Aldi.) Sure you've miſtook your 


Way, 
8 perchance to ſeek ſome other here; 
 Howe'er that be, permit me to retire. 
© WAHOMET. 


Miſtaken fair! or is this ign'rance feign'd ? 


Wh you alone I ſeek. Impetuous love, 


That will not be reſiſted, brought me here 
To lay my life and fortune at your feet. 
ALTHEA. - 

Then I'm betray'd, baſely betray'd ; juſt heaven ' 

Expos'd, perhaps devoted to a ruin, 

From which the grave — is no retreat, 

And time can ne er be gracious, Sir, 

To an unhappy maid "Or Pm deceiv'd, 

Or 9 r were pleas'd to mention love; 
! I am forbid to hear; 

5 better ſuits my humble ſtate, = 
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That I intreat ; have pity on me, prince, 
Diſpel my fears, and ſend me from your preſence, 
MAHOMET, 


Grant what you aſk ; 1 need compaſſion too: 
+ Your beauty's neceſſary to my peace: 
Then yield, 3 to yourſelf and me, 


What elſe Pl take by force : conſent to make me 
SLOPPY and in return, when time ſhall give 
The — 2 to my hand, I'll make thee queen 
Of the conquer'd globe. 

ALTHEA, 


Know, impious prince ! 
If one looſe thought wou'd buy the whole, I'd ſcorn 
It at that price. 

MAHOMET. 
Then rifled and abandon'd, 
Live thou the ſcorn both of the world and me, 
You have your choice; I came not here to talk. 
ALTHEA. 


O! what were all my former woes to this.? 
Under the pain of abſence, hard captivity 
And my late fears, patience and fortitude 
Were my ſupport ; patience and fortitude 
Are uſeleſs now. Shame and diſhonour are 
Not to be borne, Father! Aranthes ! hafte, 
And like Virginius preſerve your daughter. 
Come Caſtriot, come, Althea calls thee now 
To certain death, to ſave her from pollution. 


MAHO MET. 
Call louder yet; your idols do not hear. 
| ALTHEA. 
Tho' none ſhou'd hear, yet forrow muſt complain, 
| M A #0- 
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Fr 
Your moving ſoftneſs fans my am'rous flame — 
No help can reachthee--all thy. friends are abſent ; 
Wiſely comply, and make a friend of me. 


a: SAEEES. ci ls 
All are not abſent ; he whoſe preſence fills 
Both heaven and earth; he, he is with me ill ; 
my diſtreſs, numbers my flowing tears, 
And underſtands the voice of my complainings, 
Tho ſorrow drowns my ſpeech. 

2 MAROME Tr. 
ee elo longer; 
"Nor ak again for what I've power to take. 8 

Now you may ſtrive, as I have beg'd, in vain. 

| 9 AL. TRR A. | 

O thou, whoſe hand ſuſtains the whole creation; 

Who cloth'ft the woods, the vallies and the fields; 

Who hear ſt the hongry lion, when he roars ; 

And feed'ſt the eagle on the mountain's top; 

Shut not thine ear—turn not away thy face; 

Be not as one far off, when danger's near; 

Or like an abſent friend to the diftreſs'd — 

Aſſiſt me, ſave me—Only thou canſt ſave me 

O let me not invoke thy aid in vain. 

AMURATH without, 

Force, force an entrance. 

MAHOMET. +4 
Ha ! who dares do this? 
l be door burſt open. 

Enter Au ux ATR, VISIER, KisLen AGA andGuard; 

RS ESERDETSS..-- ---: 

Sham'd and prevented ! O my curſed fortune ! 

4s ALTHE A. 
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ALTHEA, 
My prayers are heard; let virtue ne'er deſpair. 


VISIER. 
Guard well the paſſage. 
A G A. 
Who ſecures his {word'? 
VISIER. 
Scanderbeg yield! thou canſt not hope reſcape. 
AM UR AT RH. 
To fall ſo meanly after all thy wars 
Well may ſt thou hide thy face. 
VISIER. 
E Blinded'by love, 
My lord, he miſs'd his way. 
__AMURATH 
Trae, Oſmyn, true: 
That poor excuſe for madneſs, vice and folly, 


Is all this mighty hero has to plead. 
A fair account of life'and honour loſt. 


I hoped nottriumph---Prophet, tis too much 
I ak'd but vengeance - bring him to my tent. 


When mirth declining calls for ſomething new, 

We'll chink upon the manner of his death. 
MAHOMET, 

Away, you dogs! confuſion; death and hell! [ Exit. 


ALT HEA. 


They tand aghaſt. Deliverance waits the juſt, 
But ſhort's the triumph of deceitful men. 
Turn'd on themſelves, their own devices cover 


Them with ſhame. { Aide.) Exit. 


Vor. I. T Vines, 
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VISIER, 
Pm loſt in admiration ! 


AMURATH. 
Wonder, ra 
And diſappointment drive me to diſtraction. 


Kiſler Aga, expect to anſwer this. 


ACA... 
Let not my lord condemn his ſlave unheard. 
Amaſie, whom Lever thought a villain, 
Going this evening to the captive —— ; 
pos'd me 
As to o'erhear him : who, with many oaths, 


- Aﬀur'd Althea, Scanderbeg was come; 


Conceal'd by night, and in his faith ſecure, 
Once more to ſee her and repeat his vows. 
Of this I thought myſelf in duty bound 
T'inform my royal maſter. 
een Arn. 
. Vou are clear. 
ed AG A. 
The caution us'd to introduce the prince, 
Seem'd to confirm the truth of what heard. 
. | AMURATH. 
Leave us - enough; your conduct merits praiſe. 
| | [Exit KIsLER AA. 
en ever. 
Th' affrighted fair is fled to her apartment. 
er. 
Degenerate boy! thou art my witneſs, Allah, 
Not ſo I ſpent my youth and won his mother; 
Tho* much I lov'd, and long I figh'd in vain. 
*Tis vile and baſe to do a private wrong: how 
| en 
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When kings, as kings, do ill; the office then 
Muſt juſtify the man. 
VISIER. 
A believing monarch, 
Obedient to the meſſenger of heaven, 
Can never err, 


AMURATH. 
Our prophet, by the ſword, - 
Firſt taught the ſtubborn Arabs to believe, 
And write his laws in blood. 


VISIER, 
He knew mankind, 
Nay, yet the prieſts of all religions teach, 
Whate'er is done to propagate the faith, 
Muſt, from its end, be good. 


AMURATH, 

Thus do I ſtand 
Acquitted to myſelf ; and Scanderbeg, 
Tho' by aſſaſſination, juſtly falls. 
To morrow's ſun ſhall ſhine for me alone. 
Yet, O! my faithful Oſmin, all's not well: 
I know not how, my ſpirits kindle not 
As they were wont, when glory was in view. 
True I rejoice ; and yet, methinks, my joy 
Is like the mirth wrung from a man in pain. 

VISIER, 


Guard, righteous heaven, thy great vicegerent's 
health. 
AMURAT H. 


The body ſympathiſes with the mind; 

As that with what we love. My languor may 
Be the effect of my Hellena's grief; 

I live in her. My pleaſures are improv'd, 


T 2 ; | My 
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— forgot, when I behold her face; 
The tendereſt, fondeſt, moſt belov'd of children. 


VISIER, 
AMURATH. , 

This evening, Oſmin, 
When I commanded her to love Amaſie, 
And look upon him as her future lord, 
An aſhy paleneſs ſpread o'er all her face, 
And guſhing tears beſpoke her ſtrong averſion : 
But when t'inhance his merit I diſcloſed 
The purpos'd murder of his native prince; 
Had I pronounc'd the ſentence of her death, 
Sure leſs had been her terror and ſurprize. 
Kneeling, ſhe call'd on heav'n and earth to witneſs 
Her utter deteſtation of the ſact, 
And everlaſting hatred of Amaſie, 
His perſon anddefign. | 


VISIER. 
— 
To be compell'd to marry where the hates. 


AMURATH. 

O! ſhe abhors him, loaths his very name; 
Yet till her filial piety prevail'd; 
She hung upon my neck; pray'd for my life, 
My honour, my ſucceſs; and took her leave 
In ſach endearing ſtrains, as if ſhe never 
Had been to ſee me more. Her moving ſoftneſs 
Melted- my old tough heart I kifs'd ber—ſigh'd, 
And wept as faſt as ſhe. Our mingled tears 
T fow'd down my. ſhrunk wither'd cheeks, 
And trickled from my beard— ©! ſhou'd my thirkt- 
Of vengeance kill my child; ſhou'd ſhe, avoid 
Amaſie, fly to death— what cou'd ſupport me:? 

3 ; | [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE m. 
A Wood, thro) which is ſcen the Chriftian Camp. 
Enter HeLUExNAa and CLeoka i Men, Appdrel 
CLEORA, | 
Where are we, princeſs! whither will you wander? 
HELLENA, 
We've gain'd the utmoſtſummit of the mountain. 
I hear the neigh of horſes « See'ſt thou not 
Thoſe lights that glimmer thro” the trees, Cleora? 
The Chriſtian camp's before us. | 
CLEORA, | 
Righteous Allah! the Chriſtian camp! 
HELLENA. | 
"Tis thither I ata bound, 
CLEORA. 
Diſtraction! 
HE LL ENA. 
Jam determined. 
. 
- Hear me, princeſs l 
Once take the counſel of your faithful ſlave, 
And yet return before our flight be known. 
HELLEN A. 
O! no, Cleora! I muſt ne er return. 


CLEORA. 


Then in your father's empire let us ſeek 

Some far remote and unfrequented village ; 

Where thus diſguis'd, you may remain unknown 
To all, but me; till death ſhall end your fortows. 
Why are you come to find new dangers here? 
Alas! I thought you en fled Amaſie, 
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HE L LENA. 
Why ſhou'd I fly from him ? in his deſpite 
I <ou'd have died, ev'n in my father's arms. 
Death, ever at my call, had been a ſure 
„ A his more loath'd embraces. Gentle 
Se... | | * 
Think it not hard, that I've conceal'd from thee 
My real intention, till *twas paſt thy power, 
Had'ſt thou the inclination to prevent it. 
| CLEORA. 
Break, break my heart, for T have liv'd too long, 
Since Pm ſuſpected by my royal miſtreſs. 
IEA. i 
I fear'd thy fond affection wou'd have weigh'd 
Each danger with too ſcrupulous a hand. 
Fknow *twill ſtrike thee with the laſt amazement 
To hear I've left the boſom of a father, 
Howe'er ſevere to others kind to me, 


To ſeek his mortal fo. 
"CLEORA, 
Your reaſon's loft. 


3 HR L LENA. 
No; I remember well the terrors paſt, 
And count on thoſe to come: both worſe than death. 
Conſcious of my weak ſex, with all its fears, 
To you by night thro? camps of hoſtile men, 
And urge the preſence of chat awful prince, 
My ſoul in ſecret has fo long ador'd— 
When I ſhall fee him, ſhou'd his piercing eye 
Trace me thro* my diſguiſe -O my Clcora ! 
Will not my falt'ring tongue, my crimſon cheeks, 
150 panting heart and trembling limbs betray me? 
atthink'| thou? ſay ; ſhall Inot die with ſhame | 
When I wou'd ſpeak, and leave my tale untold ? 
37 R | CLEORA, 
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CLEORA. g 
Theſe and a thouſand difficulties more 
Oppoſe your purpoſe; then in time retire. 

HE L LENA. 

No more; away; my reſolution's fixt. 
The glory and the danger's both before me, 
And both are mine — you were neceſſary 
To my eſcape—that's paſt —*Tis true, indeed, 
Your ſervice has by far excell'd my bounty: N 
Here take theſe jewels, and go ſeek thy et): f 
I can purſue my purpoſe by myſelf. 


Enter Paulixus, with a guard ; who come 
the farther part of the ftage to. the front, and land 
liftening for ſome time. ; 
CLEOR A. 
O how have I deſerv'd this cruel uſage ? 
If I've diſcover'd wy ſigns of fear, 
f 


*T was never for myſelf Go where you pleaſe, 
PI follow you to death. 


HELLENA 


Kind, faithful maid —— 
Wherefore ſhou'd I involve thee in my ruin? 


CLEORA. 
Tis ruin to forſake you. 
HELLENA. 
Mine is certain; 
Thou may'ſt have many happy years to come. 
PAULINUS, 


Stand: there. Who are you? Anſwer to the guard. 
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HELLENMNA. 
Fatal ſurprize! what muſt we anſwer ? 
| CLEOR A. 


Friends. 
PAULINUS. | 
Make it r—this inſtant— give the word. 
Silent — Some ſpies ſent from the Sultan's camp. 
Leſt, favour'd by the darkneſs of the night, 
1 traitors ſhou'd eſcape, guard ev'ry paſſage. 
uards Surround them. 
HELLENA. 


 "Scanderbeg mult die. 


OFFICER. 

Not by thy hand; 
ht, thou bloody villain! 
Wounds — Che falls. 
HELLENA. 


If mine can aim 


Untimely fate ! 
| CLEOR A. 


Where are you ? 
HELLEN A, 
Here on the earth. 


een. 
. You're wounded then? 
HELLENA. 

Alas! to death, Cleora. 
CLEORA. 


Prophet, I do not you with injuſtice ; 
But I niukt grieve, — — — 


HE L- 
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HELL ENA. 
Too haſty death, cou dſt thou not Ray a little, 
Little longer; the buſmeſs of my life 
Had ſoon been done, and 1 had come to thee, 
PAULINUS. 
12 Hunds ! T fear you've been too raſh, 
Ill fated youths, who are you, and from whence ? 
What dire misfortune brought you to this place ? 


HELLENA., 
It matters not, who, or from whence we are : 
But as you prize your royal maſter's life, 
Conduct me to him ftrait : mine ebbs apace, 
Vet on its ſhort duration his depends, 


P AULINUS. 
Your adjuration is of ſuch a force, 
His own commands wou'd ſcarce oblige me more. 
Sir, Pl attend you. 

HELLENA. 

All you fleeting powers, 

Sight, ſpeech and motion; Ol forſake me not 
So near my journey's end; aſſiſt me to 
Perform this only taſk, and take your flight for ever. 


SCENE VV. 


SCANDERBEGC'Ss Tent. 


SCANDERBEGOCG, 
Degenerate Rome! by godlike Brutus freed 
From Cæſar and his temporary chain, 
Your own ingratitude renew d thoſe bonds, 
Beneath whoſe galling weight you juſtly periſh'd. 
If freedom be heaven's univerſal gift, 
Th' unalienable right of humankind, 
Were all men virtuous, there wou'd be no ſlaves. 
Deſpotic 


| 
' 
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Deſpotic power, that root of bitterneſs, 

That tree of death, that ſpreads its baleful arms 

Almoſt from pole to pole; beneath whoſe curſed 
ſhade | , 

No go thing thrives, andev'ry ill finds ſhelter ; 

Had found no time for its deteſted growth, 

But for the follies and the crimes of men. 

In ev*ry climate, and in-ev'ry age, 

Where arts and arms and public virtue flouriſh'd, 

Ambition, dangerous only to itſelf, 

Cruſh'd in its infancy, ſtill found a grave 

Where it attempted to erect a throne, 


Enter HELLEN A, ſupported by Pavlinus and 
CLEORA ; Guards following. 
-HELLEN A. 
My blood flows faſter, and my throbbing heart 
Beats with redoubled farce, now I behold him ; 
O take me to thy arms—1 die, Cleora! { Swoons, 
PAULINUS. 
He faints ; ſupport him, while we ſearch his wound. 
A4 CLEORA. 
Away; and touch him not - O gracious prince 
If ever pity moved your royal breaſt, 
Let all depart except yourſelf and us. 
SCANDERBE G. 
Let all withdraw. Exit Paulixus, c 
Now, gentle youth, inform me, 
Why you oppoſe th ce of your friend ? 
| CLEORA. 
She's gone, ſhe's gone: O heavens! ſhe's paſt. 
aſſiſtance, 


SC A N= 
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SCANDERBEG.. 
Think what you ſay, and recolle& your reaſon. 
CLEORA. 


O mighty Fete we are not what we ſeem, 
But hapleſs women. 


SCANDERBG. if 
Ha! 


l 
CLEOR A. i 
Women ; and ſure ö 


The moſt diſtreſs'd, and wretched of our ſex. 
J increaſe your admiration, view this face, 1 
8 SCANDERBEGCG, 


Sure I have known thoſe lovely features well ; 
But when, or where, my recollection fails me. 


CLEORA, , 

And well it may. O!] who cou'd know thee now? Li 
Never enough deplor'd, unhappy princeſs.  . [| 
SCANDERBEG. Ci 


Fearful ſuggeſtion ! ſure my eyes deceive me! 
Forbid it heaven, that this ſhou'd be Hellena. 


HELLEBN A. 
Who was it call'd upon the loſt Hellena ? 
SCANDERBEGCG. 
Ha! ſhe revives ; fly inſtantly for aid. | 
HELLENA, 
It was his voice—falſe maid, thou haſt betray'd me. 2» 


Stay — whither woud'ſt thou go? I kd +19 all aid: 
The friendly hand of death Sill quickly cloſe 


Theſe ever ſtreaming eyes, and end my ſhame. | 
O prince! the moſt diſtinguiſh'd and belov'd . 
By righteous Allah, of his works below; K 
You fee the daughter of relentleſs Amurath, 


Sunk 
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Sunk with her father's crimes, o'erwhelm'd wit: 
ſhame, 
Expiring at your feet, My weakneſs ſtands 
Confeſs'd, but be it ſo, I will no more 1 
Lament my painful, hopeleſs, fatal flame, 
Since heaven ordain'd it for your preſervation. 
SCANDERBEG. 
When will my wonder and my anguiſh ceaſe ? 
NE L LENA. 
Im come to ſave you, prince, from falling by . 
A vile aſſaſſin's arm; the falſe Amaſie 
Has deeply Tworn your death; ev'n now he comes 
To plunge his bloody peniard in your breaſt. 
; SCANDERBEGC. 


Fatal miſtake! what baſe detractor has 
Traduc'd my friend; and wrought thee, gen'rous 


To thy ruin? 
HE L LENA. 
Doth not the traitor come 
Here by appointment ? 
SCANDERBEC. 
— 
HEL LENA. 


Whence learnt I that? 
Be not deceiv d, but guard your precious life ; 
Or IT ſhall die in vain. * For me this bloody 
| Enterprize was form'd ; my feeble charms, 
That wound but where I hate, the motive to 
SCANDERBE CG. 
Juſt heaven ! that I cou'd longer doubt it! 


CLE-· 


8 


6 
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CL EO R A. 
Alas; ſhe's going, raiſe her, gently raiſe her. 
HELLENA. 
My head grows dizzy. 
SCANDERBEG. 
Lean it on my breaſt. 
HELLENA. 
This is indeed no time to ſtand on forms. 
SCANDERBEG, 
The pains, the agonies, of death are on her; 
And yet ſhe-ſuffers.lefs, much leſs, than l. 
What generous heart can bear it? 
HELLENA, 
Do not grieve : 
And yet methinks your pity ſooths my pain. 
SCANDERBECG. ; 
Why wou'dit thou give thy life to ranſom mine? 
Wou'd I had died, or yet cou'd die, to ſave thee, 
HELLENA 
I'd not exchange my death, lamented thus 
And in your arms, for any other's life — 
Unleſs Althea's. 
SCANDERBEQG., 
Were Althea here, 
She wou'd forget her own-ſevere:diftreſs, 
And only weep for yours. 
HELLEN "I 


May ſhe be happy ! 
Yet had you never ſeen her, who can tell, 
You ſometimes might, perhaps, have thought on me. 


SC A N- 
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SCANDERBE CG. 
He in my place who cou'd refrain from tears, 
Unenvied let him boaſt of bis brutality. 
Pm not aſham'd to own myſelf a man. 
HELLENA. 


Farewel, Cleora l- weep not, gentle maid ; 

] recommend her, fir, to yoor protection. 
And, O victorious prince! if e'er hereafter 
Conqueſt ſhou'd give my father to vour ſword 
— Then think on me — ſuſpend your lifted arm, 


And ſpare—O ſpare his lite— forget your wrongs ; 


Or think them puniſh'd in his dauguter's loſs. [O. 
= SCANDERB EG. 

Her gentle ſoul is fled ; ſhe reſts in peace; 

While we, methinks, like gratitude and grief, 
Form'd by the ſculpture's art to grace her urn ; 
Moving, tho' lifeleſs; eloquent, tho' dumb; 
Excite incurious mortals to explore, 
Virtaes ſo rare, and trace the ſhining ſtore, 
That cou'd a life ſo ſhort ſo well ſupply ; 
Yet mourn with us ſuch excellence ſhou'd die. 


> "Tz 


ACT 
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SCENE I. 
The Chriſtian Camp. 


Enter SCANDERBEG: AMASLE' in chains, 
Pavlinus, Oe. 


SCANDERBEGCG. 
OULD love, that fills each honeſt generons 
breaſt, . 
With double ardor to excel in virtue, 
Conclude, thou wretch ! what malice firſt begun, 
And finiſh thee a villain? thou wou'dſt die 
We'll diſappoint thee — Live tortur'd with guilt, 
A terror to thyſelf; or let the ſultan, 
The vile abettor of thy crimes, reward thee ; 
We know no puniſhment to ſuit thy guilt. 
This is a Chriſtian land. Our laws were made 
For men, not monſters, — Take him from my ſight. 
[Exit AMASIE. 
»Tis needleſs to repeat that by hoſtility, 
Of the worſt kind, our faithleſs enemies 
Have broke the trace. We're now again prepar'd 
Once more to prove the fortune of our arms; 
And try by honeſt force, ſeeing all treaties 
With {ach perſidious men are vain, to free 
Our captive friends, and drive theſe fierce deſtroyers 
From Epirus. Paulinus with your ſquadrons 
Attack the trenches weſtward of the city, 
T” amuſe the foe, and draw their force that way; 
Then Il, with the remaining troops, aſſault 
'Th' eaſt ; where Coubly intrench'd the royal tents, 
The priſon of Althea and her father, 
Raiſe their aſpiring heads. I need not ſay, 
| ; Acquit 
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Acquit yourſelves like men; I know you well ; 

Nor ſpur you on with hopes of promis'd wealth. 

I have no uſeleſs ſtores of hoarded gold. 

My revenues, you know. have been the ſpoils 

Of vanqui{h'd foes ; theſe Lhave ſhar'd amongſt you. 

Wou'd you have mort? Oar enemies have enough: 

Subdue your foes, and. ſatisfy yourſelves. 

let each commit bimſelf to that juſt power, 

Who {till has been our guide and ſure defence. 

Be valiant, not preſumptuous. Seek his aid, 

Who by our weakneſs magnifies his ſtrength. 

Now follow me, my fellow-ſoldiers, and remember 
| [Drawing bis ford. 

You fight the cauſe of Hhberty — | 

Your native land, Aranthes and Althea. 


AL L. 
Huzza! Liberty! Juſtice!. Aranthes and Althea! 
bo [ Exeants 
SCENE IL, 
The” Sultan's Tent. 


AuvrtATh, K. Ada, and an Officer. 


3 ANURA TH. 
Amaſſieꝰs not return'd—ftion'd he betray me 

And join with Scanderbeg to free the captives!— 
That officerꝰs his ereature —Muſtapha 

Refign Aranthes to the Kiſler Aga — 

Conduct him to Althea. Let Amaſie, 

That unauſpicious'{fave, be true or falſe,, 
Succeed or periſh, they ſhall ſurely die: 

So tell the father - hence; you ſlaves, be gone. 
Now let me thin there muſt have been a change, 
A revolution in the ſource-of things. 0 

The former chain of beings i: ry 

Effects roll backward, and*di 


their cauſes, 
And 
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And nature is no more. Thou hoary wretch, 
Tear thy white locks, abandon ev'ry hope, 
Renounce humanity and all its tyes. 

Duty and virtue, gratitude and love, 
Forſook the world, when my Hellena fled. 
May order ne'er return to bleſs mankind ; 
Let diſcord rage, ne'er let affections meet; 
But parents curſe, and children diſobey; 
Or either's kindneſs be repaid with hate. 
Till ev'ry child, and ev'ry fire on earth, 

Be in each other curs'd, as me and mine. 


Enter VISIER. 


VISIER, 
Not yet at reſt ? 


AMURATH. 
A parent and at reft !— 
VISIER., 
The chriſtians have ſtorm'd the trenches toward the 


weſt ; 
Unleſs our preſence animate the troops 
All will be loft. 
AMURAT H. 
Hellena's loſt already ! 


VISIER., 
Sure Amaſie has fail'd, and Scanderbeg 
Is come upon us to revenge thꝰ attempt. 

AMURATH , 
"Tis well, Wak'd from my lethargy of gri 
I yet may reach his heart. n 
: VISIER, 
Re your health, 

And leave the buſineſs of this night to us; 


A burning fever rages in your blood. Alarm. 
Vor. 5 _ U N Auu- 


9 tn ba: 
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AMURA TH. 


Fame calls me forth. Again I hear her voice; 
Earth ſhakes, and heaven reverberates the ſound. 
Afﬀrighted night fits trembling on her throne ; like 
Tumult has driven filence from her confines, 

And half her empire's loſt. When glory calls, 
Shall age or ſickneſs keep me from the field? | 
No; in ſpite of both Pl! die like Amurath yet, 
Like what I've liv'd, a foldier and a king. (Exit. 
31684 VISIER, 4 
He's deſperate and will not be oppos'd. [Exit. 


SCENE II. 
Tur kiſh Camp. 
Alarm, Soldiers flying. 


SOLDIERS WITHIN. 
Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, Scanderbeg ; fly, fly. 


Enter AuukarR and Visiee, 0 mecting the Rout. 


AMURATH,. 
Turn back you ſlaves. 
SOLDIERS. WITHIN. 
Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, fly! 
eee INDRA . 
Ah ! cowards, villains! doth his name affright you? 
Are there ſuch terrors in an empty ſound ? 
And is my rage contemn'd ? but you ſhall find 
is as certain from my arm as his. 
i. 
O ſpare your faithful Naves! what can men do 


Againſt a power, invincible, like heaven's ? 


* 4 AMU- 


THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 291 


AMURATH. ” 
And muſt it be, like heaven's, eternal too? 


| vai 
Retire, my lord, into the inner camp, 
And there ſecurely wait a better hour: 
For this is the Epirot's. 


AMURAT EH. 
Slave, thou lyeſt! 
This hour is mine: I'll triumph o'er him yet. 
This hour his friend and miſtreſs both ſhall die. 
The royal brute, tho' in the hunter's toils, 
Pierc'd with a thouſand wounds is ſtill a lion; 
Dreadful in death and dang'rous to the laſt. 


[ Excunt. 
SCENE N. 
ALTHEA's Apartment. 


ALT HEA. 


Was ever night like this? what terrors have 
I paſt? and, O! what terrors yet ſurround me ? 
A loud deaf*ning ſound, that ſeem'd the voice 
Of a chas'd — or many waters 
Vex'd to a ſtorm, firſt ſpread thro? all the camp; 
Then ſhrieks and cries and yellings of deſpair; 
Mix'd with the ſhouts of victory and joy. | 
Sure ſleep has left all eyes, as well as mine.. 
Fate 1s at work ; I fink beneath my fears. 
Since I have known a danger worſe than death 

y courage has forſook me. 


Enter ARanTHES. 


. Ha! who comes 
At this late hour? protect me, righteous heaven! 


ARANTHES, 
Why, my Althea! doſt thou fly thy father? 
| U 2 ALTHKEA, 


Nor think how ſoon twill end. 
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ALTHEA, 
Sure tis his voice! O pracious heaven! it is, 
It is my father, —Moft unlook'd for joy 
 ARANTHES. 
Do I once more behold thee, my Althea ! 
57 ALTHE A. 
To whoſe bleſs'd bounty do we owe this meeting ? 
ARANTH ES. 
Thou deareſt earthly bliſs, this moment's ours, 
No matter how attain'd; I have thee now 
In my fond arms, and wou'd — my Joy 
y ſhou'd 


mortals, | 


To trouble born, anticipate their pains ? 


.- .ALTHEA, 
I can't conceal my fears: if you again 
Muſt leave me here, the ſun in all its courſe 
Sees not a wretch ſo loſt as poor Althea. 

; ARANTHES. 

Alas! why will you urge me to diſcloſe 
What wou'd, tho' I were filent, ſoon be known? 
The wrathfol ſultan has pronounc'd our death. 
Yes, I am come to die with thee, my child! 


ALTH EA. 


Then we ſhall part no more. 

My ſoul's at peace — Forgive, O righteous heaven, 
My weak diſtruſt of thy almighty power, 

Thy kindneſs and O my father! 

I wiſh'd t'have died alone; yet at your death, 

I muſt not, dare not murmur or complain ; 

Since heaven with you its me to deſcend, 


Pure and unſpotted to the peaceſul grave. 


AR AN- 
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ARANTH ES. 
' Heroic maid! O moſt exalted virtue! 


[ Hide Weeping. 
ALTH EA. 


Why do you hide your face, why turn you from me? 
Be not ſurpriz'd, nor charge me with unkindneſs. 
There is, my deareſt father! one calamity, 
Tho' ſure but one, by far more dreadful 
Ev'n than thy death—O ſpeak, ſpeak to me, fir! 
ARANTHES, 

Good heaven! my joy's too great; Icannot ſpeak. 
Tears muſt relieve me, or my heart will burſt. 
Y thank thee, heav'n | I have not * in vain. 

his happy hour o'erpays an age of ſorrow. 
My child? my life! — ſoul ye dear Althea! 
Thy bright example fires my emulation ; 
Thou haſt the ſtart, but muſt not bear away 
The victor's palm alone, and ſhame thy father. 
No, my Althea ! to that bounteous hand 
Which made thee what thou art, and madethee mine, 
Without the leaſt reluctance, Pl] refign thee, m—_ 
And ſee the trial comes. 


Enter KisLER AGa and Mutes. 


AG A, 
Forgive, fair princeſs, a devoted ſlave, [ Xneeling. 
Who knows no will, but his imperial lord's ; 
No merit, but obedience. Cou'd my tears 


Have mov'd the ſultan, I had been excus'd 
This tatal viſit. 


ALT HEA. 
Kiſler Aga, riſe; 
Spite of thy office, thou haſt a human ſoul. 
What are thy maſter's orders? art thou come 
A ſecond time to my deliverance ? 
U 3 AA. 
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| ; AG A. 

If 
Death, ſudden, violent and immature, 
Bea deliverance; you will ſoon be free. 


| ALTHEA. 
To minds prepar'd, death ſtrip'd of all its terrors, 

In any form, at any hour 1s welcome. 

| A'G A. 
Whether the ſultan, . raging for the loſs 
Of his lov'd daughter, thinks that other's pain, 
In the ſame kind, wou'd mitigate his own ; 
Or from ſome other cauſe, I cannot ſay; 
But he has order'd thatthe lady firſt 
Shou'd ſuffer death, her father being preſent. — 
I ſee you're mov'd. 
ARANTHES. 


I am — but ' tis with ſcorn 
Of your proud maſter's impotence and malice. 
Alas! I'm not tolearu my child is mortal. 


AGA. . 
\ Theſe eager blood hounds growl at my delay, 
And will, perhaps, accuſe me to the ſultan. 


Obey the tyrant, let them do their office. 
AG As 


Imuſt ; but heaven can tell with what ee. 
The only favour in my power to grant, 
Is the ſad choice of dying by the 4 EY 


The fatal poniard, or this pois'nous draught. 
4AL THE A. 


Give me the bowl. Death this way ſeems leſs 
frightful, | 


Than from the hands of rude and barbarous men. 
4 | vs AR AN- 
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ARANT HES. 
Farewel, my child! | 
ALTHEA., 
Aſſiſt me with your prayers; 


ARANT HES. 


My prayers have been inceſſant as thy own, 

And both are heard fear not thy crown's prepar'd; 
And heav'n, with all its glories, lies before thee: 
Millions of angels wait to guard the paſſgae; 
Thou can'ſt not miſs thy way. 


ALTHE A. 
Shou'd heay*n preſerve you — 
Shou'd you live to ſee him---commend me to 
My 1 him, that I die his —that heaven, 
Which calls me now, is only lov'd beyond him.— 
That I'm not loſt - that we ſhall meet again— 
Bid him not grieve, — IAlarn. 


Enter SCANDERBEG, Cc. He flies to ALTHEA, 


SCANDERBEG, 


Away you ſacrilegious ſlaves - ſhe lives 

I have her warm and panting in my arms— 
Lift up thy eyes, dearer to mine than light... 
O let me hear the muſick of thy voice, 

Left I ſhou'd doubt I come too late to ſave thee, 
And diſcord ſeize my ſoul. 


ALTHEA. 
Surprize 15 dumb. 

So ſudden a tranfition who can bear ? 
My thoughts were all juſt reconcil'd to death, 
But thou haſt call'd them back. The love of life, 
That ſeem'd extinguiſh'd in me, now returns. 
O! if there is a happineſs on earth, 
Hexe I muſt find it, here and only here; 

i Se ax- 
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SCANDERBEOC. 
Aranthes too I he lives ! — conſummate joy 
ARANTHES, 
And lives by thee, thou glorious happy youth- 


O let me preſs thee in m ing arms — 
My child t00!—my Althea ihe 
ALTHEA. 
O my father ! 
ARANTHES. 
Compleat felicity ! | 
ALTHEA. 
O dangerous blis! _ [che. 
SCANDERBEG. x 
. 
1 4L TH EA. 
Some have their portion here: 
Flatt' ring proſperity has ruin'd — 


Whom death with all its terrors cou'd not ſhake. 
SCANDERBEG., 
Thy pious fears ſhall guard us from that danger. 
ALTHEA, 


Is not the glory of both worlds too much 
For frail, imperfect mortals to expect? 
SCANDERBEG. 

Our happineſs, tho? great, is far from perfct ; 

Since ſhe, the fair unfortunate Hellena, 

To whom, next heaven we owe it, is no more. 

I cannot blame your tears; this is no time 

To tell the mournful tale, that muſt whene'er 

Remember'd, make me ſad, tho' crown'd with 
victory, 124 
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And in thy arms. Croia, reliev'd, expects us: 
My grateful ſubjects will for thy deliv'rance 
Expreſs more joy, than that their foes are fled. 


Enter PauLix us and the SULTAN, priſoner. 


PAULINUS., 
Hail glorious king ! your conqueſt is compleat ; 
Behold ambitious Amurath your captive. 
SCANDERBEG, 
Take off his chains. 
AMURATH. 
What pageantry is this? 
SCANDERBEG. 
Sound a retreat; fince none reſiſt, let war 
And ſlaughter ceaſe. It grieves my ſoul to think 
The crimgs of one ſhou'd coſt mankind fo dear. 
PAULINUS, 
Sir, how will you diſpoſe the cruel tyrant ? 
SCANDERBEC. 
Give him his liberty, and leave him here 
Till he ſhall think it proper to retire. 
Such of his ſubjects as attend him now, 
Or ſhall repair hither to do him ſervice, 
Shall all be ſafe. His lovely, virtuous daughter, 
Worthy a betterrace and happier fate, 
Preſerv'd my life. 
| AMURATH. 
Dogs! flaves! will none diſpatch me ? 
MaſtI hear this yet be compell'd to live 
SCANDERBEG., 
Unhappy man! how will he bear the reſt ? 
When juſtice ſtrikes let guilty mortals tremble, 
And all revere her power, but none inſult 
3 The 
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The miſerable. Her impartial {word 
Scorns to aſſiſt man's ſeliſh, low revenge: 
T*avoid her anger let us ſhun the thought. 
Be witneſs, heaven ! Ipity and forgive him. 
[Eren Scax. Aran. & ALTHEA, 
AMURAT H. 


Can this be true! am I caſt down from that 
Majeſtic height, where lik: an earthly god, 

For more than half an age, I ſat enthron'd, 

To the abhor'd condition of a ſlave ? 

A pardon' d ſlave ! what! live to be forgiven ! 
And all this brought upon me by Hellena ! 
Shou'd our prophet return to earth and ſwear it, 
I'd tell him to his face that he was perjur'd. 

Hell wants the power and heaven wou'd never curſe 
To that degree a doating, fond, old man.— 
What make my child! my loving, gentle child! 
The inſtrument and author of my ruin! 


Enter V 1512s, Officers, and Ausl. 


* VISIER. | 

them to halt; blaſt not a t's 

Win keen u 8 n 

AMUR ATH. 

What ſight ? but tis no matter; 

left for me to hope or fer. 
VISIER, 


A mourning troop of chriſtians from their camp 
In folemn pomp's arriv'd ; who, bath'd in tears, 
(What en'my could refrain?) attend a chariot, 
That bears Hellena bleeding, pale and dead. 


 .AMURATH. | 
Falſe Mahomet! [ Swwoons, 


There's nothing 


OFFICER, 
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OFFICER; 
Our royal maſter's dead ! 
VISTIER. 
No! he revives; alas! he's nat ſo happy 


AMURATH, 
I ſaw Amaſie. 


VISIER., 


Here the traitor ſtands, 
By Scanderbeg committed to your mercy. 


AMASIE. 
Hellena did prevent me. — 


AMURATH. 
Damn'd apoſtate! 
Lye heard enough and have no tune to loſe. — 
See him impal' 4 alive; we'll let him know 
As much of hell as can be known on earth, 
[Exit Amas1t. 
And go from pain to pain. Where is my ſon ? 
VISIER, 
F led towards Adrianople. 
AMUR ATH. 
He doth well: 
Death has o'ertook me here. Lord of ſo many 
Fair, ſpacious kingdoms, in a hoſtile land, 
Oppreſs'd with age, misfortunes, grief and ſhame, 
Amurath breathes his laſt ; and leaves his bones 
To beg from foes an ignominious grave. 
Falſe or ungrateful prophet! have I ſpread 
- Fell devaſtation over half the globe, 
To raiſe thy creſcent's pale, uncertain light! 
Above the chriſtians glowing, crimſon croſs, 
In hoary age to be rewarded thus — 
When the Hungarian king had broke his faith ; dir 
11 
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goo THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 
Diſtreſs'd, to his own prophet I appeal'd, 

A Pas, and an + 2-6 he di me right; 
Reſtor'd loſt via"ry to my flying troops, 
And gave the perjur'd monarch to my ſword. 


But I 1 done — Cou' dſt thou repent, there's no- 
ä 


In thy power worth my acceptance now. 
Glory, to thee I've liv d, but pining grief 


| _ Robs thee of half the honour of my death. 


Oſman, and you my other faithful chiefs, 
The poor remains of all the mighty hoſt 
I brought to this curs'd fiege, — of my re- 


IF return, and live to ſee my ſon, 

id him remember how his father fell; 
Bid him nc'er ſheath the ſword, 
Till my di miniſh'd fame ſhine forth and blaze a- new 
In his revenge — revenge me Oh ! revenge. [Dies. 

| VISIER. 

Eclips'd and in a ftorm our ſun is ſet : 
And now, methinks, as when our prophet fied, 
Terror ſhou'd ſeize on cach believing heart. 
Let ſome inform the king this was his fate; 
Tis ours to be left without a guide. 
Diſperſe, wander, away; our ſhepherd's loſt. 


- SCENE THE LAST. 


Enmter Scared, AAN TRAES, ALTHEA, 
PavLiinus, and Guards. 


SCANDERBEG. 
That you are free and happy I rejoice. 
If I have faithfully diſcharg'd my truſt 
I'm well rewarded here. 
vA U- 
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PAULINUS., 
O royal fir ! 
Your happineſs is ours ; this virtuous princeſs 
An equal bleſſing to yourſelf and people. 
SECOND OFFICER. 
To ſay each ſubject loves you as himſelf, 
Is leſs than truth : we love you as we ought ; 
As a free people ſhou'd a patriot king. 
SCANDERBEG., 
This is to reign, this is to be a king. 
Who can controul his power, whorules the will 
Of thoſe o'er whom hereigns? or count his wealth, 


Who has the hearts of ſubjects that abound ? 
Was ever prince ſo abſolute as 1? 


PAULINUS, 


Or ever ſubjects ſo intirely free? 
Whoſe duty's intereſt, and obedience choice. 


SCANDERBEG., 


For this alone was governmentordain'd ; 

And kings are gods on earth but while, like gods, 

They do no ill, but reign to bleſs mankind. 

May proud, relentleſs Amurath's misfortunes 

Teach future monarchs to avoid his crimes. 

Th' impious ptince, who does all laws diſown, 

Yet claims from heaven a right to hold his throne, 

Blaſphemes that power, which righteous kings obey ; 

For 5 N and mercy bound ev'n th' Almighty's 
way. 
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0 C U . 
© Spoken by Mrs. CLIVE. 


T HE ſerious buſineſs of the night being over, 
Pray, Ladies, your opinion of our lover ? 
Will you allow the man deſerves the name, 
oe quits bis miſtreſs to preſerve - his fame ? 
And what was fame in that romantic age! 
But fare juch whims nc er were but on the flage. 
| "MH fhateſman rack his brains, a ſoldier fight — 
Merely to do an injur'd people right. — 
What ! ſerve his country, and get nothing by't/ 
Why, ay, ſays Bays, George Caſtriot was the man; 
is a known truth — believe him thoſe who can, 
Net but <ve'we patriots too, th I am told, 
There's a vaſt di rence "twixt the new and old: 
Say, theirs cou'd fight, Im ſure that ours can ſcold 
But to the giory of the preſent race, 
Me flubborn principles their worth debaſ/e ; 
Patriots when out, are ccurtiers when in place. 
Co, vice verſa, turn a courtier cut, 
« No weather-cock more ſwiftly weers about. 
His country ww, man ! claims all his care. — 
Who's fee it plunder'd ?— that's deny d bis ſhare. 
Since courtiers and anti-courticrs beth have ſhewn 
That bythe publick good they mean their cwn ; | 
What if each Briton, in his private tation, 
Should try to bilk thoſe who embroil the nation; 
git either faction, and, like men, unite 
De ds their king and injur'd country right : 
. Both have been wrong'd : prevent their guilty joy, 
Who wou'd your mutual amity deſtroy. QTY 
| | ou” 
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EPILOGUE. 


Wou'd you preſerve your freedom ? guard his throne, 
Who makes your peace and happineſs bis own. 

Mou d you 3 grateful ? let your monarch know 
Which way you wou'd be beſt, and make him /6. 
But foft ! methinks, I hear ſome fops complain ; 
Who came prepar d to give the ladies pain, | 
| T hat they have dreſi d and ſpent —Gad's curſe — | 

three hours in vain. 

No hints obſcene, improvw'd by their broad ftare, 
Have given confuſion to the tortur'd fair. 

We own the charge. Let Monfieur Harlequin 

| And his trim treop your looſe applauſes win : 
\ Too much — has each modeſt ear 
| 


1 


Been there inſulled; will prote them here. 


END OF VOL. I. 
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